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BY WOMBSTRETCHA THE MAGNIFICENT 

A SAUCY 
OK.D T?Mf 


Man, oh man. This article actually involves 
personal research—albeit, rather mun¬ 
dane personal research—but, before we 
get to the list, let me tell you all the number 
one thing I learned: people take hot sauce 
VERY FUCKING SERIOUSLY! I've never seen 
a fight break out in real life over a great 
many divisive and controversial topics, but 
when you talk about hot sauce, people are 
ready to THROW DOWN. I swear, I nearly 
got into about three fist fights on separate 
occasions, before cooler heads prevailed. 

I did talk to people with recommendations 
as to what to try (if I hadn't already), and 


what might be included in my list. I already 
have a pretty vast experience with hot 
sauce, as I love to spice up my food. But, 
I obviously haven't tried everything out 
there and I tend to avoid the hot-for-the- 
sake-of-hot kinds, even though they usual¬ 
ly have amusing names, like "Dr. Assburn's" 
and"Bubba's Butt Blaster" (both real sauc¬ 
es, BTW). Anyhow, I have a list of carefully- 
reviewed, reasonably popular, common 
hot sauces. I hope it helps, next time you're 
thinking of picking up some new spice for 
your life. 
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The old standby. It'll do...I guess. 1 mean, is that all you..? Oh, it is? 
Ok, then. I guess it's lights off, missionary position...on my eggs. 


The one-ply TP of hot sauce, used at truck stops in times of dire 
need. If you have this at home, I bet you also have one-ply TP. It's 
like a tug-'n'- chug you get from a diabetic hooker for a Laffy Taffy. 


Similar to Tabasco, but with fuller body, slightly less vinegar and 
a tiny (but rich) hint of character. Kinda like Ron Jeremy. 


Quality baseline. Goes on everything. Also, proves that not every¬ 
thing which originates in California and spreads to other states is 
pure cancer. It does have a sex harassment suit pending, though. 


Before the hip crowd started lording the pronunciation over 
everyone, this was "cock sauce." You snickered at it, before 
squirting it on your $2.99 lunch bowl. If something has rice in it, 
you're safe to cock it up! It's delicious tastebud bukakke! 


Wait, you're not putting this on that slice of pizza are- YOU ARE! 
The hell?! That's just.,.1 menn...hmm.„here, pass that this way. 

The Emilio Estevez to Cholula's Charlie Sheen. Decent in the same 
situations, but doesn't have that winning factor...or AIDS. 


It says Texas on it. It has a little cowboy on it. Texas Pete! That’s a 
man who knows spice and flavor... right? No? Just salt and the smell 
of burnt athletic socks? It's like getting a BJ with a condom on... 


Unpretentious habanera flavor, without going apeshit. The taco 
pleaser. Does that really need a more overt sex reference? 


Ever notice how the places with this stuff out always have at least 
one bottle of something else...and, that this bottle is usually close 
to full? There's a reason: it's like humping a bowl of oatmeal. 


This doesn't even count. You probably think Miracle Whip is spicy, 
too. It's like a limp handjob from your high school girlfriend. 


I actually reviewed several dozen hot sauc¬ 
es and can publish more, if anyone cares. 
If not, go to Wombstretcha.com and send 
me hate mail. 

exotic magazine I 


Wombstretcha the Magnificent is a writer ■ 
hippo-themed board game evaluator; in¬ 
frequent heartburn sufferer, amateur self- 
pornographer, sobriety critic and retired rap¬ 


per from Portland, OR. He can be found at 
Wombstretcha.com, on Twitter as @Womb- 
stretcha503 and on Facebook as Wombstret¬ 
cha the Magnificent. 
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During December, national diarrhea chain— 
I'm sorry, I mean "restaurant" chain—Apple- 
bee's dropped a bomb of a promotion: $1 
Long Island Iced Teas, all month long. Now, 
I'm in recovery and I'm a life-ruining bag of 
shit when I drink, but at first glance, this is 
even tempting to me. I see this deal and all 
those little tingles start happening and I start 
thinking I'm ready to nose dive off that wag¬ 
on, drop a ten at the local Applebee's and 
fuck someone's dad by the end of the night. 
I ain't even gay, but that's how bad I'd get, if 
I took the left turn off the old recovery track. 

My point, my alcoholic readers, is that it's one 
hell of a good promotion on the surface. Let 
me repeat that last part ...or? the surface . This 
deal speaks to every alcoholic on earth and 
calls them to the doors of the gastrointesti¬ 
nal hellscape that is Applebee's, saying "It's 
time to make some bad decisions and fuck 
us some soccer moms, Todd," while making 
100% sure to not draw attention to how fuck¬ 
ing terrible the quality of this Long Island 
Iced Tea must be. I mean, holy tit fucking Guy 
Fieri in a bikini top, this has to be the shittiest 
drink imaginable! I've had $14 Long Island 
Iced Teas that tasted like Diet Coke and well 
vodka, filtered through some homeless dia¬ 
betics asshole skin. 

So, I can't imagine what a $1 L.l.T. would taste 
like. But, Applebee's don't care—they don't 
care at all. Because, this isn't the first time 
they've pulled a stunt like this. Let's take a 
walk down memory lane. 

Applebee's knows you're a stupid, drunk ass¬ 
hole who hates their job. And, Applebee's 
don't give a shit about you. That's why, in Oc¬ 
tober, they did the same promotion, but with 
$1 margaritas. You could maybe pull that 


off with worthless tequila and some knock¬ 
off margarita mix and water. Margaritas are 
a pretty basic drink—no longer consumed 
by respectable Hispanic alcoholics—usual¬ 
ly reserved for basic-ass, yoga-mat-carrying, 
white, vapid brunch-goers. So, I could see 
this one at least being worth your trip inside 
the"2-For-$20 Gut Rot" headquarters, if they 
gave even a drop of a shit about their cus¬ 
tomers. 

SPOILER ALERT: that shit was 80% water, ac¬ 
cording to an Applebee's bartender that 
posted a video of the $1 Shitaritas being 
made. They got you, heathens—they got 
you good! You spent $15 on lime juice, wa¬ 
ter and Jose Cuervo's taint sweat, just to get 
a buzz. And, the upset stomach you got was 
from their version of a "sirloin steak," which 
was probably something purchased from a 
PetCo. So, you've learned your lesson, right? 

Hey boozers: I'm talking to you and your 
popped fucking collars! You learned that Ap¬ 
plebee's don't care about you, right? Nope, 
you've learned nothing. 

You've learned nothing, because this new 
promotion is so much worse than the Octo¬ 
ber Diarritas. The traditional ingredients in a 
Long Island Iced Tea are: vodka, tequila, light 
rum, triple sec, gin and a splash of cola. Ask 
yourself, how can you possibly make that 
for $1, without it being an absolute liquid 
abortion? The easy answer, is that you can't. 
But, that's not gonna stop them from shov¬ 
ing the promo down your throat, is it? Nope, 
not at all, because Applebee's went full steam 
ahead, with what can only be considered a 
shameless and dangerous promotion tar¬ 
geting boozers all over the country (in states 
that actually allow this alcoholocaust to ex¬ 


ist), for the entire month. 


Portland is a den of sin and I love every god¬ 
damn inch of its sinful soul. I've blacked out 
many nights, in many strip clubs, after many 
drinks. I had a local cocaine dealer that waved 
at me as I left the bar, like we were old pals 
from high school. I've had some of my best 
and worst alcoholic times in your pleasure 
troves. I love you and you get no judgment 
from me. You know what I never fell for, even 
though I was the poster child for the guy that 
would fall for it? The cheap-ass lap dance 
deals that suckered in unsuspecting tour¬ 
ist trash (fuck 'em, they deserved it). These 
never happened at classy establishments, so 
no worries. If you're reading this magazine, 
you're not barking down the $5 lap dance 
hole. But, yeah, I may have appeared to be an 
alcoholic, obese un-fuckable at the time (I'm 
much better now, thank you very much), but 
even / didn't fall for that. I was an alcoholic, 
life-destroying sauce monster...not an idiot. 


I'm writing this as a PSA to my sin-loving, 
drunk angels of debauchery in the city of 
bridges that I miss oh so much: please don't 
fall for these traps—don't do it! Take those 
dollars, roll over to Kit Kat and give them to 
the wonderful sin dolls on stage, putting the 
work in. Get your ass a REAL Long Island Iced 
Tea and toss a couple $2 bills at the inked-up 
devil beauties at Casa Diablo. Don't spend it 
at fucking Applebee's, you idiots. They don't 
care about you and they're dishonest. If they 
were honest, they'd change their slogan to 
what it really is: "Applebee's: We're Shitting 
Blood In The Neighborhood ™."* 


*[ED: This beats "Fuck It, Let's Go To Applebee's 
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With roughly 1,895,381 dispensaries located 
in Portland and the surrounding areas, it can 
be tough to separate the good, the dank and 
the bammer. Here are some tips for running 
the type of dispensary that I'd feel comfortable 
patronizing (and I buy top-shelf shit). 

Good Product Doesn't Require A Sales Pitch 

While touring the various dispensaries scat¬ 
tered throughout the Salem area, I noticed a 
trend: if a budtender gives you a long, drawn- 
out sales pitch (especially when dealing with 
top-shelf strains), chances are, you're gonna 
end up with a plastic container of hay. For one, 
good weed doesn't need a pitch. While at The 
Holistic Choice in Salem, I noticed a sizable se¬ 
lection of strains. Upon asking the clerk if he 
had any recommendations, the dude simply 
turned around, grabbed a jar, opened it up 
and held it under my nose—homeboy didn't 
say a word. My response was immediate. 

"How much for medical?" I asked. 

"Twelve,"dude replied."But for medical it's ten." 

Bam. I was sold. 

Compare this to Dispensary Shall Remain 
Nameless Resources, located in Corvallis. All 
of their strains appeared to be the same off- 
brown color as the good chair that grandpa 
always asks to use, but sure enough, the bud- 
tender was quick with the sales draw. 

"Hey, are you looking for a hybrid? Sativa? 
Something for anxiety? Pain? Energy? You'll 
want to check out these three. The first one 
comes from Such And Such Farms and this has 
been flying off the shelf." 

I didn't ask, but thanks. I was then shown a 
small sample of odorless, dense B-nugs. 

"Not what you're looking for? Here, take a look 
at something very similar, but with a different 
name." 

This process continued, until I was eventu¬ 
ally pitched the only strain in the house that 
looked like it wasn't grown on accident. The 
price tag? Twenty-four bucks a gram. With the 



medical discount. 

Budtenders Should Be Experts On More 
Than Flower 

The problem with the sales pitch people, is 
that they're not knowledgeable in their own 
products. The problem with the folks at the 
honest dispensaries, is that they're not gonna 
bullshit you. For these reasons, medibles are 
the equivalent of female orgasms, in terms of 
finding out exactly how they work. If you don't 
believe me, ask any budtender (shifty or other¬ 
wise) about the Gummy Bear Dabs or Choc-O- 
Lit Ice Cream. Instead of a Steven King book's 
worth of hyperbole and back story regarding 
the strain's origin and supposed THC percent¬ 
age (this is also spotty, as there is very little 
consistency between the top nugs that grow¬ 
ers drop off at the testing plants and the rest of 
the batch) that you get with flower pitches, if 
you ask a budtender how much of the choco¬ 
late bar it takes to get high, they respond with, 
"Umm, just eat some and if you're not high a 
half hour later, eat more." Again, this is exactly 
how the female orgasm works—and, this is 
also why I prefer dispensaries that employ at 
least a handful of lesbians. I know it's not P.C. 
to point this out, but butch women make the 
best dispensary owners and employees. I have 
no idea why, but hell.J also don't know why 
Dixie Chicks sound so good when I'm high, ei¬ 
ther. 

Location Is Everything 

Green Cross, another Salem-area chain, is ei¬ 
ther extremely lucky or in-the-know when 
it comes to real estate. Their south location 
shares a building with a burger shack—argu¬ 
ably one of the best in town. For the Libertar¬ 
ian folk, a gun store is located no less than fifty 
feet across the parking lot. Taking care of gro¬ 
ceries? A WinCo, Goodwill and bank are on the 
other side of the street. The north location is 
nestled between a porn store and a head shop, 
with a KFC across the street. Now, compare 
this to, say, the dispensaries that are located 
on hard-to-access roads, next to cop shops or 
crammed in between a coffee cart and a pawn 
shop, on a highway-speed road with two park¬ 
ing spaces (one of which is reserved for the 
handicapped). I don't care if it's commerce— 


I'm still buying weed. Make it relaxing and real¬ 
ize your customers aren't usually in a hurry to 
get anywhere else. And, if they are... 

It's A Dispensary, Not A Starbucks 
Or A Trap House 

The one thing that I, as a purchaser of legal 
weed, cannot stand, is the "Umm...uhh...let's 
see..." that the lady with the "service dog" in 
the Grateful Dead shirt and last week's overalls 
keeps repeating for minutes on end, before 
telling the dude at the register that she'll be 
back next time, because she forgot cash. "Oh, 
you have an ATM? Hold on then," Matilda The 
Hippie will say, before digging through her 
purj£ and trying every card she can. Mean¬ 
while, the line of working, professional Ston¬ 
ers gets longer and longer. If you find yourself 
working at the weed store and this happens, 
try the following tactic: tell Matilda that you 
will take care of her in a second, but you're 
gonna check in with the fifty people waiting 
behind her, first. 

On a similar tip, try not to run your dispensary 
like it's the weed spot on the corner. It's one 
thing for over-hyped sales pitches and corpo¬ 
rate-style customer service, but it's a whole dif¬ 
ferent scenario to walk in and see a few guys 
burnt out of their skulls, playing Xbox and talk¬ 
ing about strippers. Yes, this is exactly what 
you're gonna encounter if you come visit me 
at my apartment—but, I'm not trying to front 
as a dispensary. If and when I were to, umm... 
hypothetically sell weed, it's from a brown 
paper bag, for cash, with an exchange done 
over a pizza and a discussion about which 
clubs are still hiring minors. Anyone who has 
a state-sanctioned license to slang herb bet¬ 
ter get their shit together. Yes, it's acceptable 
to play Tech N9ne for your customers, but it's 
unacceptable to show up high on molly, with 
a hand full of your mixtapes, ready for another 
day of Playstation and freestyle battles. 

What are your experiences with dispensaries? 
What could you do with or without, moving 
forward into this fantastic world of legal weed? 
Shoot us a comment on our Facebook page 
(Facebook.com/XoticMag) when this article 
pops up. 
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It's 2018. Can cars fly? Nah. Is cancer still a 
thing? Yup. Is there life on Maaaaaaaaaa- 
aaaaaaars? Sadly, no. Also, David Bowie 
died two years ago, as of January 10th. 
Holy shit, time flies when you're busy shit¬ 
posting dank memes and trading lap danc¬ 
es for Bitcoin. Oh, about that... 


Aside from a few early adopters and select 
in-the-know clubs (Kit Kat and Dante's, to 
name a couple...they have been taking Bit- 
coin for ages and got in when it was smart), 
Bitcoin hasn't exactly permeated the adult 
industry...yet. Even though there are clubs 
that have issued their own cryptocurren¬ 
cies, such as Legends Room in Las Vegas, 
the concept of digital money hasn't (and, 
as I will argue, will not) catch mainstream 
adoption anytime soon. You can't make it 
rain from the blockchain and you can't fold 
up an Ether token on a tip rail. 

Still, everyone and their mamma has been 
buying Bitcoin. This time last year, it was 
trading for around a grand. By the time this 
issue hits the stands, it will be trading from 
anywhere between $10,000 and $20,000 
(unless it crashes or gets another Tether 
pump, but that's a topic for a different pub¬ 
lication). Hell, it could even go as high as 
a million—but, let me back everyone up 
from boarding the high-speed hype train 
before it heads off the tracks; we have seen 
this before, with the dot com bubble, Bean¬ 
ie Babies, tulip bulps and dubstep. You're 
not investing in Bitcoin—you're gambling. 

I bought some a bit ago. I may buy more, 
next time I'm drunk and on the internet. 
But, I also know that it's no different than 
hitting the craps table (and I've been sober 
for a bit). Here's the problem with taking 
your stripper income and turning it into 
digital currency: when you want to cash 
out, you won't be able to. The exchanges 
that let you sell Bitcoin tend to come to 
a screeching halt when the price action 
increases or decreases sharply. Bank ac¬ 
counts all over the country are flagging 
cryptocurrency deposits. The price to send 
Bitcoin from one exchange to another has 
gone from pennies, to a few dozen dollars. 
There is more insider trading in the Bitcoin 
and cryptocurrency community than there 
is shit talking in the dressing room, while 


the new girl is on stage. 

Normally, I reserve this column for things 
that deal with the adult industry. Well, in an 
all-cash industry where everyone is trying 
to make a quick buck and bail, I'm assum¬ 
ing at least some of you own Bitcoin. Sell at 
least half. Trust me. I'm not a "financial ad¬ 
viser," but the fact that your investment is 
being covered in an adult magazine should 
tell you something—this is a bubble. 

Hopefully, we will move forward to a cash¬ 
less society, thus allowing the bankers and 
IRS to double-team us from both sides, 
while every bit of our personal lives and fi¬ 
nancial history is recorded to an immutable 
ledger, for all to see. Until then, enjoy those 
wads of ones. Stash your twenties. Hoard 
your hundreds. Buy gold jewelry from any 
dancer who sells it. Read this month's Tales 
From The DJ Booth...the world is collapsing 
and strippers are the most resourceful, in¬ 
dependent people alive. Don't fall for inter¬ 
net pyramid schemes. 


Also, thank you to whoever bought my 
Ethereum at $800. 



On December 5th, 2017, 23-year-old adult 
film star August Ames took her own life, 
after being severely bullied via Twitter, by 
self-proclaimed "social justice warriors" (I 
emphasize"self-proclaimed,"as I'm as much 
of a fan of Rosa Parks as I am an enemy of 
Lena Dunham). The short version of the 
story, is that August learned that a male ac¬ 
tor (who she was slated to do a scene with) 
had previously done male-male shoots 
and not disclosed them completely. Tak¬ 
ing to Twitter, August warned other female 
porn actors that said male had done male- 
male scenes and that she had backed out 
of the offer with him due to increased risk 
of HIV. Within milliseconds, hundreds (if 
not, thousands) of Tweets went out, attack¬ 
ing August for being "homophobic" (and 
all the other phobias, as well...transphobic, 
racist, a Trump apologist, etc.). Several told 
the pornstar to kill herself. So, after suffer¬ 
ing from depression for years, she did. 

A girl in her early twenties was bullied to 
death by the so-called compassionate. 
How did the local press respond? Well, 
one paper, whose work I actually respect, 
ran a very well-written story by a local co¬ 
median, who took to the topic with a very 
self-aware slant and even brought up the 
obvious (that being the ethical conundrum 
of enjoying the work of a dead person). Yet, 
when sharing the story via their Facebook 
page, it included the additional commen¬ 
tary, "Welcome to Trump's America." 

Stop. This has nothing to do with Trump's 
America. Had August been called racial 
slurs, been accused of siding with terror¬ 
ists, had her birth certificate questioned or 
anything like that, sure—we can blame the 
alt-right. But, no. Hard fucking no. This was 
the neo-left, bullying a pretty girl to death. 
End of story. There is nothing tolerant 
about this new breed of hate-filled, self- 
proclaimed "progressives." You can't cham¬ 
pion equality, of the sexes, while calling 
all men rapists. You can't champion racial 
harmony while pricing out black neigh¬ 
borhoods with feminist bookstores. You 
can't support a woman's right to do what 
she wants with her own body, by going on 
Twitter and telling her to kill herself for be¬ 
ing a homophobe. Have any of you people 
read 19847 

As far as "homophobia" goes, clearly, those 
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attacking August on Twitter have never set 
foot inside a gay bar. You're more likely to 
find a stack of pamphlets regarding HIV 
testing in a restroom stall, than you are toi¬ 
let paper. The risk of HIV that is associated 
with male-male sex has little to do with so¬ 
cial constructs—the gay male community 
is at very high risk of HIV due to the mere | 
physics involved with anal sex, combined 
with limited access to HIV testing and a lack 
of knowledge regarding the disease. Take 
any other STI and you will find biological fac¬ 
tors related to biological sex. Trans women { 
still need prostate checks. Lesbian women 
should get screened for HPV. This isn't "alt- 
right" transphobia or Trump-sponsored ho¬ 
mophobia: it's fucking science. 

If you bully a woman to death because of who 
she chooses not to sleep with, you're not a 
progressive. You're not a feminist. You're not a 
social justice advocate. Rather, you belong in 
the "people who should have taken their own 
life, instead of telling a young woman to take 
hers" category. 

And, to the "not all leftists" (hi, I'm one) people, 
how about policing our own? If a white rapper 
drops an N-bomb, the venue gets boycotted. 
But, if a girl gets bullied to death for what she 
doesn't want to do with her own vagina, we 
frame the issue as being a function of "Trump's 
America." 

Hopefully, the glass housing bubble pops be 
fore Bitcoin does. 


Clubs all over Portland are celebrating the new 
year with style, even though the holidays are 
over. Take a look at our spotlight of events be 
low and make sure to keep an eye on Xmag. 
com for all the up-to-date info on our Facebook 
page. There are new clubs opening up all the 
time, including Reveal Lounge (same location 
as the former Boom Boom Room) opening their 
doors soon. Established clubs are upping their 
game (it appears Dream On is bringing in a whole 
new roster of dancers) and formerly "new" spots 
are cementing their reputation as staples (Casa 
Diablo is celebrating its 10-Year Anniversary on 
Thursday, February 1st). January may not be the 
warmest month in Oregon, but it's definitely a 
perfect time to renew your interest in the Port 
land strip club scene. Forget dieting or sobri 
ety—stick to a resolution that you can handle. 


JJeroHccity spotlight 

TUE9-XP0SE 
KIA'S BIRTHDAY PARTY 



SAT 13-XPOSE 

PIRATES OF THE CARIBOOTY ROUND 1 

WED 17 - SPYCE GENTLEMEN'S CLUB 
PIRATES OF THE CARIBOOTY ROUND 2 

FR119-DEVILS POINT 
70S THEME PARTY W/ HEMLOCK & PIXIE 

FR119-SCARLET LOUNGE 
PIRATES OF THE CARIBOOTY ROUND 3 

SAT 20-KIT KAT CLUB 
"GOLDEN GLOBES" 

SAT 20 - STARS CABARET (SALEM) 
PIRATES OF THE CARIBOOTY ROUND 4 

THU 25 - CLUB SINROCK 
PIRATES OF THE CARIBOOTY FINALS 

FRI 26-TOMMY'STOO 
WORLD-FAMOUS DAISY DUKE CONTEST 

SAT 27 - SLYVIA'S PLAYHOUSE 
BETTY'S GOING AWAY PARTY 
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How did it feel to win the Miss Ex¬ 
otic Oregon finals? 

I was shocked! I was like,"Holy crap!!!" 
Everyone was just so happy, because 
they knew how hard I worked for 
this—IVe been training for years. 

Your Pink Panther set was choreo¬ 
graphed as fuck. 

That actually took a month to re¬ 
hearse. I didn't know if I was gonna 
make it to the finals or not, so when 
(my dance partner and I) trained for 
the first rounds, we started training 
for all of them. That first show was 
amazing. For this last one, the Pink 
Panther one, we trained for like, a 
month to get the parts just right. At 
work, at the studio...l trained for a 
month. 

How long did it take to get it down 
and not fuck it up? 

Well, in case you didn't notice, my 
shoe broke at the finals {laughs). But, 
during the practice, I'd over-think the 
routine, then try again and approach 
it with a more relaxed, natural feel. 
Eventually, we got it down. 

Tell us about your final qualifier 
set. 

The one where I was coming out of a 
painting, with just a ski mask? Paint 
gets everywhere, which is very inter¬ 
esting. Both my sets have been paint- 
ed...holy crap, that was a lot of paint. 

Would you recommend other danc¬ 
ers try the paint approach, or not? 

Well, the first set was Tempera paint 
and the second one was body paint. 
It takes a while to get off, especially 
when you're fully covered. So, if you 
try paint, have someone there to help 
you, with coconut oil and Dawn dish 
soap. 

Did you say Dawn dish soap? 


Dawn dish soap. Just to get the paint 
off, it helps. 

Coconut oil gets brought up a lot 
when interviewing strippers, but I 
have yet to hear someone mention 
Dawn dish soap in this context. 

I also work in a haunted house, with 
lots of fake blood, paint and all that. 
So, Dawn dish soap has become my 
go-to for getting that shit off. 

Have you thought about contact¬ 
ing the people at Dawn dish soap 
for a sponsorship? 

Ha ha, not yet. Dawn dish soap cuts 
a lot of shit out, it works wonders. If 
you know any girls that want to do a 
feature show with paint, have them 
use Dawn! 

That ends the dish soap section 
of the interview. So, you've been 
dancing for years, do you work at 
any local dubs? 

I'm currently working at Shimmer's 
and King's. I like the working class 
bars. I like that environment, because 
it feels more comfortable—like, you 
know everybody and it's more re¬ 
laxed. I've worked at a lot of clubs 
and at the smaller bars, I always make 
the most money. It's my personality; 
I like to talk a lot and I will talk to a 
customer for hours on end. 

What were some of the challeng¬ 
ing aspects of the Miss Exotic com¬ 
petition? 

Nerves. A lot of nerves. 

You didn't look nervous on stage. 
Do you have a pre-show ritual or 
routine? Alcohol? Meditation? 

I had, like, two beers, three hours be¬ 
fore my show. That's it. But, I was so 
nervous that I kept turning around 
and trying to catch my breath. 
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I worked at Nicolai for the longest time.Then, they closed down and Shimmers has 
been my home club since. I also work at King's. 


What's up with Laboosh Studios? 


What about yourself? How long have you been in the industry? 


I've been dancing for five-and-a-half years. I'm a mom (I have 
two kids). I work my ass off. I really love danc¬ 
ing, it's one of my passions. And, I really like 
putting on a show for people. It's really fun. 


How does it feel to be on the cover of Exotic , 
for all to see? 


I've worked really hard for this. I've wanted to be 
on the cover of Exotic, since after my first compe¬ 
tition. That was at Pallas, back when it was open. 
It was an in-house competition for the cover and 
I got second. I thought, someday I really want on 
this. 


So, you're like Eminem in 8 Mile —you made a 
comeback and took the trophy. When does your 
rap album come out? 


I don't do rap, I suck at singing, too. I can't rap or sing 
{laughs). 


Neither can Eminem, have you heard his new al¬ 
bum? So, when can folks see you, and where? 


I haven't {laughs). Shimmers is my main club, which is 
where you can see me Sunday through Tuesday. I'm at 
King's most other days of the week. 


Where can people find you on social media? 


I actually have a Facebook and Instagram (Facebook.com/MrsAnnie420 and Instagram. 
com/MrsAnnie420). There are various other places you can find me online, as well. 


Thanks Annie, it's been a pleasure and I'm sure our readers look forward to seeing 
more of you. 


What was your impression of the other contestants? 


I thought all the other girls were amazing. I love watching all the talent and I love how 
much dedication they put into their shows. It's inspiring, honestly, to watch them. 

So, you represented Laboosh Studios for the competition. Do you work at tra¬ 
ditional strip clubs, as well? 


It's actually my friend's showgirls studio—Cece Laboosh, she trains showgirls. 
Laboosh trains everyone, from feature entertainers, to showgirls, to people who 
do feature nights.Jike at Kit Kat...burlesque, lots of local exotic dancers. From 
poi, to erotica, to pole tricks...Cece's been in this industry for over 25 years. 


What about seeing you at Laboosh? 

It's actually a private studio, open only to local exotic entertainers. But, (Laboosh) is 
amazing at what she does. I think she's actually trained another Exotic covergirl. Anyone 
in the industry can check it out. 
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LUCKY DEVIL LOUNGE 


HOSTED BY DJ DICK HENNESSY 
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UDE ENTERTAINMENT 

P DANCES | HAPPY HOUR DANCE DEALS 



FREE 

POOL 

4 STAGES 

OVER 

40 GIRLS 
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PRIVATE 
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DANCES 
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Dear Creeps, 

Let's clear the acrid air. I'm tired of keep¬ 
ing this mess buried. Time to take out the 
trash. 

No, it's not what I wanted, when you 
clinched my neck in your fat fingers— 
squeezing just enough to make me cough. 
I never wanted you to shove your sloppy 
tongue down my throat. It didn't turn me 
on—it made me sick. It destroyed my pla¬ 
tonic feelings for you. It made me lose all 
respect for you. It made me believe all the 
horrible things people said behind your 
back—that you groom women and strip¬ 
pers to make them depend on you, that 
you're a pimp, that you're a liar. I never 
needed to know the real you...the power- 
crazed lonely, empty husk...the psychic 
vampire on an eternal quest for attention... 
an aging sack of sausage shit...an insecure 
balding man with the cash flow to fix it. 
You can't pay to fix your broken psyche, 
your depraved libido or your ineptitude for 
humanity. You can't bankroll your way out 
of your unquenchable, desperate need for 
validation and desire. The truth is, no one 
actually desires you, just your wallet. For 
the record, I rescind my naive forgiveness. 
I'll never forgive you for violating my safe¬ 
ty. For taking advantage of your status. For 
disappointing me and being everything I 
convinced others you were not. 


freak who shouldn't be anywhere near 
Disney or Nickelodeon, who shouldn't 
have anything to do with hefty Flollywood 
charities for children—fuckyou. Flow's this 
for thinking for myself, Mr. Motherfucker? 
You're the reason I'll never let anyone walk 
behind me up the stairs when I'm in a 
dress. What kind of grown man tries to take 
a young woman into the men's bathroom, 
because "we're holding hands, so it's okay," 
implying I am a child? Oh...the same guy 
who paid off the mother-daughter team 
he fucked for years, who in turn fucked 
him right back with a $100,000 deal for a 
decade—but, I guess that's what happens 
when you're a rockstar who sleeps with a 
12-year-old and her mom. No biggie. I'll 
never forget your famous words,"I'm about 
to adopt a six-month-old Chinese baby. 
Aren't I a pervert?" Yes, you're more per¬ 
verted than Woody Allen and grosser than 
Gary Glitter. I hope you get caught, the 
next time you try to get your bandmate's 
girlfriend to make out with you, when your 
wife and kids are on the way to the studio. 
Until then, I'm sure all the hipsters across 
the world will continue to laud your edgy 
art and brilliant movie soundtracks. Mean¬ 
while, I'll be here, waiting for your ship to 
burn down with the truth of your hideous 
actions. Because, yes, you are a pervert. 
The worst kind. The kind that hides in Flol¬ 
lywood and works with kids. 


me when I was passed out at his house, did 
you feel powerful when I couldn't move 
my arms and legs, because you knew me 
well enough that had you not got me that 
wasted—probably drugging me, since I 
was completely immobile—I would've 
peeled your entire face off and wore it like 
a mask, a la Ed Gein? Which was better? 
Fucking me when we were temporary lov¬ 
ers? Or, raping me in my intoxicated black¬ 
out? Did you need me to be motionless to 
feel more dominant? What you did to me 
scarred me for life. You called me crying 
and said you were sorry a thousand times. 
But, a sorry person doesn't stalk someone 
online or go to a benefit show to intimidate 
the person they're sorry for raping. A sorry 
person wouldn't come around anymore. 
A sorry person wouldn't make me run the 
other direction every time I see him—he'd 
leave out of courtesy without any prompt¬ 
ing. A sorry person doesn't deny the same 
accusations he already apologized for with 
deep regret and sorrow. Take your sorry 
and shove it up your dubstep ass. 

For the finale, I shout out to my coworker 
who still has his job, even though I re¬ 
ported him for physically assaulting me 
(because, due process means we're gonna 
do this long ass process until you either 
go crazy, quit or pacify yourself into for¬ 
getting all about it). Good work on cajol¬ 
ing me into—at first—believing maybe 
you were right, maybe it was my fault you 


And, to the Coke-bottle-glasses-wearing And, to the weak asshole who date raped 
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grabbed your crotch in front of me inside a parked car, when 
no one else was around. You almost had me convinced it was 
my fault you were turned on, which you so unabashedly told 
me, because, after incessant prodding, I told you the magazine 
I write for is an adult magazine—and, that I'll never tell you 
which one (I love you, Exotic). Somehow, me saying that meant 
I wanted to arouse you. You must have some serious cognitive 
issues to arrive at that erroneous conclusion. What was even 
more disturbing, was when you told me I was younger than 
your daughter, directly after proclaiming your unwarranted 
arousal, in a work setting, when you were training me. I didn't 
report you at first, because I was too scared I'd get fired. I was 
new and you had been there for years. I regret not saying 
something sooner, but I'm not stupid enough to blame myself. 
I reported you, when your inappropriate remarks escalated to 
physical assault. No one was around. No one was in the entire 
building. You pressed hard on the back of my neck when I sat 
at the computer, as if trying to force me to the ground. Last 
time I checked, I did not work as an MMA fighter for the UFC, 
bro. People tell me not to be a hater, but I hate your broom- 
mustache face. I want to sweep it out of existence. 

I'll go ahead and give horrible mentions to the basement 
dweller who will never admit to strangling me, because I re¬ 
fused to kiss him. You chased after me, after I threw your leath¬ 
er jacket on your doorstep in the freezing cold night and told 
me,"Is it wrong for me to be in love with you?" I wish I had said, 
"If you think strangling me when I won't kiss you is your best 
option, then yes, it is totally wrong, dude." And, to the several 
adult dudes who fucked me when I was underage, thanks for 
teaching me that interests aren't enough to have intimacy and 
that age is definitely more than just a number—invaluable. 

I want to believe life has a way of biting you all in the ass, be¬ 



cause you've all been a perpetual pain in mine. Until then, I'll 
just wait with a bag of popcorn, praying for your eternal de¬ 
mise. 

With utter disgust and the most vile abhorrence, 

Jaime. 

Joime Dunkle mixes the profound and the profane in her prose , 
with an altruism that stems from her background as a journal¬ 
ist. Her stories range from fiction to personal narrative and often 
blur between the two. For more info , go to JaimeDunkle.com or @ 
JaimeDunkle. No creepers allowed. 


Fyre Festival Leaves Rich 
Kids Stranded On An Island 
With Feral Dogs 

Meet the World's 
Ugliest Dog for 2017 

Oyster Vending Machines 

Installed at French Seaside Resort 

‘Charlie Bit My Finger'Dad Is 
Shocked His Video Was In 
Osama Bin Laden's Collection 

Former Equifax CEO blames 
breach on a single person who 
failed to deploy patch 

Police: Man posed as officer, 
tried to get discounted coffee 


Is YOUR baby racist? 


SELENA GOMEZ AND HER MOM 
UNFOLLOW EACH OTHER ON 
INSTAGRAM, PLUS MORE NEWS 


Ryon Edwards, of Florida 
encourages people to shoot 
their guns at Hurricane Irma 
and 46,000 agree to join in. 


Human Feet Still Washing Up In Pacific 
Northwest, But Don’t Panic 


Ashley Madison threatens to sue 

i ‘Tinder for one night stands’ 

Australian town plans 
150th anniversary for 
incorrect year 

‘These People Got Helicopters, 
They Got Cocaine’: Alex Jones 
Wants Your Megachurch Tithe 

Attorney visited jail to make pom with inmate, sheriff says 

Lawyer’s Pants 
Catch Fire During 
Florida Arson Trial « 

MAGA chuds are doing the 
Starbucks cup thing again 

Election Night Fail! Right-Wing One America News 
Network Called Roy Moore as Winner 

‘Good Samaritan' Beaten, Called 
Sexual Predator After Locating 
Lost 2-Year-Old Girl in Florida 

The Claws Are Out: Animal Lovers 
React to Donald Trump Reportedly 
Calling Pets Low Class' 

$220K worth of marijuana shipped ti 
North Carolina frozen yogurt shop 

i) When You Read These 19 Shocking Food 
Facts, You’ll Never Want To Eat Again 

There's no reason to debate guacamole. 
It's already gentrified beyond good taste 

Stripper's jealous boyfriend 
set fire to strip club, cops say 

'Christmas tree eyebrows' have arrived - M 
and they look really weird ni 

illennials have officially 
lined brunch 

Ashes of woman's father stolen from front 
porch of Arizona home, reward offered 

'Emotional labor* payments 
sought for female student 
activists 




www.xma9.com 
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STRIP CIIIBS 


acropolis nai l 

8325 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 231-9611 
Daily 10:30am-2:30am 

THE AFTER PARTY & STRIP CLOB MM 

301 NW 4th Ave | (971) 266-3279 
Mon-Sat 8pm-4am _ 

BOTTOMS OP! QMMS3 

16900 NW St Helens Rd | (503) 621-9844 
Mon-Sat 1 2pm-2:30am 

CABARET DKHMMI 

17544 SE Stark St | (503) 252-3529 
Daily 2pm-2:30am _ 

CASA DIABLO EH BMO QM33 

2839 NW St Helens Rd | (503) 222-6600 
Daily 2pm-2:30am _ 

CLOB PLAYPEN EH MEM 

6210 NE Columbia Blvd | (503) 281-3212 
Mon-Sat 11a m-2am, Sun 2pm-2 am 

CLOB ROUGE IH M [wMl 

403 SW Stark St | (503) 227-3936 
Mon-Sat 11am- 2am, Sun 2pm-2a m 

CLUBSINR0CK MET 111 

12035 NE Glisan St | (503) 889-0332 
Daily 2pm-2:30am _ 

COLUMBIA STRIP EHMM33 

605 N Columbia Blvd | (503) 289-1351 
Daily llam-lam _ 

DANCIN’BARE EF1 fTiliTI fTHTITiTI 
8440 N Interstate Ave | (503) 285-9073 

Daily 11:30am -2:30 am _ 

DEVILS POINT KHMEMi 

5305 SE Foster Rd | (503) 774-4513 

Daily 11am-2:30am _ 

DREAM ON SALOON ITi MI 
15920 SE Stark St | (503) 253-8765 

Daily 11:30am-2am _ 

DUSK TIL DAWN: CASA DIABLO II EHMEM 

8845 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 222-6610 

Daily 2pm-2:30a m 

DV8 iwn; nrmTTTi 

5021 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 788-7178 

Daily 2pm-2:15am _ 

THE GOLD CLUB ElMEEMi 
17180 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 908-1177 
Mon-Sat 11am-2:30am, Sun 4pm- 12am 
GOLDEN DRAGON EXOTIC CLUB E3EJ 
324 SW 3rd Ave | (503) 274-1900 

Daily 6pm-Sunrise _ 

HAWTHORNE STRIP EHfMH fTMl 
3532 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 232-9516 

Daily 2p m-2:30am _ 

KING’S El MEM 

13550 SE Powell Blvd | (971) 703-4248 

Daily Noon-2am _ 

KIT KAT CLUB EHMEHIMI 

231 SW Ankeny St | (503) 208-3229 

Daily 5pm-2:30am _ 

LUCKY DEVIL LOUNGE El MEM 
633 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 206-7350 
Daily 11am-2:30am 


MARY’S CLUB FHM EHTTQ 

129 SW Broadway | (503) 227-3023 
Daily 11:30am-2:30am _ 

MYSTIC GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 

9950 SE Stark St | (503) 477-9523 
Daily 11am-2:30am _ 

PIRATE’S COVE El MEM 

7417 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 287-8900 
Daily 2pm-2:30am _ 

REVEAL LOUNGE nW iil 

8345 SW Barbur Blvd | TBA 
Daily 2pm-2am _ 

RIVERSIDE CORRAL I1 W 

545 SE Tacoma St | (503) 232-6813 
Mon-Sat 10am-2: 30am, Sun Ipm-l am 

ROSE CITY STRIP El MEM 

3620 SE 35th PI | (503) 760-8128 

Daily 3pm-2:30am _ 

THE RUNWAY GENTLEMEN’S CLUB ffTl Wl [TTTTTn 

1735 SE Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 640-4086 
Mon-Wed Noon-lam, Thu-Fri Noon-2:30am, 
Sat 4pm-2:30am & Su n 4pm-1am 

SCARLET LOUNGE EHMDQM33 

12646 SE Division St | (503) 477-4318 
Daily 11 am-2:30am _ 

SHIMMERS GENTLEMEN’S CLUB EH M M 

8000 SE Foster Rd | (971) 230-0047 
Daily 10am-2:30am 

SKINN GENTLEMEN’S CLUB HI HI 

4523 NE 60th Ave | (503) 288-9771 
Sun-Thu 10am-2a m, Fri-Sat IQam-l am 

SPEARMINT RHINO EHfMil fHQ 

15826 SE Division St | (503) 894-9219 
4pm-2:30am Daily _ 

SPYCE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB IHMEM 

33 NW 2nd Ave | (503) 243-4646 
Sun-Thu 6pm-2:30am, Fri-S at 3pm-2:3 0am 

STARS CABARET BRIDGEPORT EH [Mi] 

17939 SW McEwan Rd | (503) 726-2403 
Mon-Sat 11am-2a m, Sun 4pm-2am 
THE SUNSET STRIP EH HHfl 

10205 SW Park Way | (503) 297-8466 
Mon-Fri 11:30am-2:30am, Sat4pm-2:30am, 
Sun 5pm-2:30 am 

TOMMY’S TOO EH HI 

10335 SE Foster Rd | (503) 432-8238 
Daily 10am-2 am 

UNION JACKS IHM 

938 E Burnside St | (503) 236-1125 
Mon-Thu 4p m-2: 30am, Fri-Sun 3pm-2:30am 

whispers rn 

8102 NE Killingsworth St | (971) 255-1039 
Daily 11 am-3 am _ 

xpose eimem 

10140 SW Canyon Rd | (503) 430-5364 
Daily 3pm-2:30am 


EVEKYTHIH6 ELSE 


ADAM & EVE El 

9220 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 224-1604 
Mon-Thu 11am-9pm, Fri-Sat 1 lam-11 pm, 

Sun 12pm-6pm 

ALL ADULT VIDEO EM 

14555 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 652-2004 
Daily 24 hours 

ARMCHAIR FAMILY VIDEO EM 

3205 SE Milwaukie Ave | (503) 477-5446 
Mon-Fri 11am-6pm, Sat 11am-5pm 

CATALYST: A SEX POSITIVE PLACE ED 

5224 SE Foster Rd | (503) 726-9930 
Hours var y by e vents 

CINDIES EM 

8201 SE Powell Blvd #H | (503) 771-9979 
Mon-Sat 9am-12am, Sun lla m-IO pm 

FANTASY FOR ADULTS ONLY 151 EM 

3137 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 239-6969 
Daily 24 hours 

1703 W Burnside St | (503) 295-6969 
Daily 10am-3am 

10720 SW Beaverton-Hillsdale Hwy 
(503) 235-6969 
Daily lOam-IOpm 

15536 SE 82nd Dr | (503) 203-6969 
Daily lOam-Midnight 
6440 SW Coronado St | (503) 244-6969 
Daily 24 Hours 

FANTASYLAND (21 DU 

5228 SE Foster Rd | (503) 775-0094 
Daily 24 hours 

16016 SE 82nd Dr | (503) 655-4667 
Daily 24 hours 

FATC0BRAVIDE0 DH 

5940 N Interstate Ave | (503) 247-DICK (3425) 
Mon-Fri 6a m-3am , Sat-Sun 24 hours 

HEAD EAST EM 

13250 SE Division St | (503) 761-3777 
Sun-Thu 1 0am -9pm, Fri-Sat lOam-IOpm 

HOT BOX m 

4589 SW Watson Ave | (503) 574-4057 
Mon-Sat llam-IOp m, S un 11am-9pm 

LIBERATED WORLD EM 

10660 SE Division St | (503) 257-6881 
Daily 24 hours 

MR. PEEP’S /MR. PEEP’S TOO 121 EM 

13355 SW Henry St | (503) 643-6645 
20625 SW TV Hwy, Aloha OR | (503) 356-5624 
Daily 24 hours 

OREGON THEATER EM 

3530 SE Division St | (503) 232-7469 
Daily from 12pm 

PARADISE ADULT SUPERSTORE EM 

14712 SE Stark St | (503) 255-9414 
Daily 24 hours 

PASSIONATE DREAMS EM 

6644 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 775-6665 
Daily 10am -4am 

PEEPHOLE EM 

709 SE 122nd Ave | (503) 257-8617 
Daily 24 hours 


PUSSYCATS EM 

3414 NE 82nd Ave | (503) 384-2794 
5226 SE Foster Rd | (971) 255-0133 
5141 SW Beaverton-Hillsdale Hwy | (503) 245-4393 
Daily 24 hours 

SHEENA’S G SPOT EM 

8315 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 972-1111 
Daily 24 hours 

SILVER SPOON EM 

8521 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 245-0489 
Mon-Sat 10am-7pm, Sun 1 1am-5pm 

SPARTACUS LEATHERS DU 

300 SW 12th Ave | (503) 224-2604 
Mon-Wed lOam-llpm, Thu-Sat 10am-12am, 
Sun 12pm-9pm 

SYLVIA’S PLAYHOUSE EM 

8226 NE Fremont St | (503) 568-4090 
Daily 24 hours 

TABOO VIDEO (4) DO 

Downtown: 311 NW Broadway | (503) 227-3443 

Portland: 237 SE MLK Blvd | (503) 239-1678 

Portland: 2330 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 777-6033 

Vancouver: 4811 NE 94th Ave | (360) 254-1126 

Daily 24 hours 

TORCHED ILLUSIONS EM 

17935 SW Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 259-2310 

Daily 6am-2am 

TORCHED ILLUSIONS II EM 

12963 SW Pacific Hwy | (503) 430-5140 

Daily 10am-12 am 

THE RED DOOR EM 

314 W Burnside St, Suite 300 

Daily 24 hours 

THE VELVET ROPE EH 

3533 SE Cesar E Chavez Ave | (971) 271-7064 
Thu 8pm-2am, Fri-Sat 8:30pm-4am, 

Sun 8pm-2am 


DISPENSARIES 


GR0HI STATION II 

14812 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 206-8150 
Daily lOam-IOpm 

MARIJUANA PARADISE MM 

9663 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 206-7462 
Daily 10am-8pm 

NECTAR-NESANDY O 

3350 NE Sandy Blvd | (971) 703-4777 

NECTAR-MISSISSIPPI MM 

4125 N Mississippi | (503) 206-4818 
Daily lOam-llpm 

NECTAR-SW PORTLAND MM 

10931 SW 53rd Avenue | (503) 477-8800 
Daily lOam-llpm 



Club 


CentLemen's Loung< 


EXIT 69 


10205 $W PARKWAY 
503-297-8466 


17544 St STARK ST 
503-252-3529 


m SW STARK ST 
503 227-3936 


12035 NE GLISAN ST 
503-889-0332 
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503-274-19 DO 













DOWNTOWN PORTLAND 





INL UAV \0 O I. 

■ ■ ■ M IBM 


RES ■ ■ ■ ■ 


ii:::: 





























































OREGON 

ALBANY 


ADULT SHOP 

3404 Spicer Dr SE / (541) 812-2522 

Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 

Lingerie 

24 Hours / 7 Days__ _ 


ASTORIA 


ANNIE’S SALOON 

2897 Marine Dr/(503) 325-2746 
Full Bar, 1 Stage 

Tue-Sat 5pm-2:30am _ 


BEND 


IMAGINE THAT 

197 NEThird St/(541) 312-8100 

Videos, Mags, Toys, Body Jewelry, Novelty Gifts 

24 Hours / 7 Days 

STARS CABARET 

197 NE 3rd St/(541) 388-4081 

Full Bar, Full Menu, Beautiful Dancers 

Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 4pm-2am _ 


COOS BAY 


BACHELOR’S INN 

63721 Edwards Rd / (541) 266-8827 
1 Stage, Full Bar, Full Menu 
Mon-Sat 4pm-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am 


CORVALLIS 


ADULT SHOP 

2315 9th St mil (541) 754-7039 

Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 

Lingerie 

Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-12am 


EUGENE 


ADULT SHOP 

90 HolemanAly/(541) 688-5411 

Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 

Lingerie 

24 Hours / 7 Days 

ADULT SHOP 

720 Garfield St/(541) 345-2873 

Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 

Lingerie 

Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-2am 

ADULT SHOP 

86784 Franklin Blvd / (541) 636-3203 
Videos, Magazines, Books, Arcade, Novelties, 
Lingerie 

8am-12am/7 Days 

B&B DISTRIBUTORS 

71OW 6th Ave/(541) 683-8999 

Videos, Arcade, Clothing, Novelties, Viewing Room 

24 Hours / 7 Days 

CASTLE MEGASTORE 

3570 W 11th Ave / (541) 988-9226 

Essentials For Lovers 

Sun-Thu llam-llpm, Fri-Sat llam-lam 

THE NILE 

1030 Highway 99 N / (541) 688-1869 
Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers 
Mon-Sat 12pm-2am, Sun 3pm-12am 
SILVER DOLLAR CLUB 

2620 W 10th PI/(541)485-2303 

Full Bar, Food, 3 Stages 

Mon-Sat 11:30am-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am 


GERVAIS 


LAST CHANCE SALOON 

7650 Checkerboard Ct / (503) 792-5100 
Full Bar, Lottery, 1 Stage 
12pm-2:30am/7 Days _ 


KLAMATH FAILS 


THE ALIBI 

5711 S 6th St/(541) 882-0145 
1 Stage, Private Dances, Full Bar, Lottery 
3pm-2:30am / 7 Days _ 


LINCOLN CITY 


IMAGINE THAT 

2159 NW Highway 101, Ste C / (541) 996-6600 
(Downstairs When Entering From Highway 101) 
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Body Jewelry,Novelty Gifts 
Sun-Thu lOam-llpm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am 


MEDFORD 


ADULT LAND 

2755 S Pacific Hwy / (541) 770-5493 
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie 
Mon-Fri 9am-7pm, Sat 10am-5pm 

ADULT SHOP 

261 Barnett Rd/ (541) 772-5220 

Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 

Lingerie 

24 Hours / 7 Days 

CASTLE MEGASTORE 

1601 N Riverside Ave/(541) 608-9540 
Essentials For Lovers 

Sun-Thu llam-IOpm, Fri-Sat llam-llpm _ 


NEWPORT 


SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 

611 SW Coast Highway / (541) 574-6969 
Videos, Magazines, Multi-Channel Arcade 
24 Hours / 7 Days _ 


OAKLAND 


ADULT SHOP 

726 John Long Rd / (541) 849-3344 

Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 

Lingerie 

Sun-Thu 8am-12am, Fri-Sat 24 Hours_ 


ROSEBURG 


FILLED WITH FUN 

2498 Old Highway 99E S / (541) 957-3741 
Novelties, Videos, Arcade, Toys, Magazines 
Mon-Thu lOam-IOpm, Fri 10am-12am, 

Sat 11am-12am, Sun 12pm-9pm _ 


SALEM 


ADAM & EVE 

4635 Commercial St SE / (503) 763-6020 
Lingerie, Clothing, Books, Gifts, Novelties 
Mon-Thu 12pm-10pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-11pm, 

Sun 12pm-6pm 

ADULT SHOP 

155 Lancaster Dr SE / (503) 585-8288 
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie 

24 Hours / 7 Days 

ADULT SHOP 

2410 Mission St SE / (503) 763-3556 
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie 

24 Hours / 7 Days 

ADULT SHOP 

3113 River RdN/(503) 390-4371 

Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 

Lingerie 

10am-12am/7 Days 

BOB’S ADULT BOOKS 

3815 State St/(503) 363-3846 

Adult Books, Videos, Arcade & Mini-Theater 

9am-2am / 7 Days 

CHEETAHS XXX CABARET & MODELING 

3453 Silverton Rd NE / (503) 316-6969 

18+ Juice Bar, Full Menu 

Tue-Thu 7pm-4am, Fri-Sat 6pm-5am, 

Sun 7pm-2am. Modeling 24 Hours / 7 Days 

DIZZY’S SMOKE SHOP 

1051 Commercial St SE / (503) 585-0050 

Mon-Fri 12pm-8pm, Sat-Sun 12pm-5pm 

4823 Commercial St SE / (503) 385-1564 

Mon-Fri 10am-9pm, Sat-Sun 10am-6pm 

18+ Head Shop & Gift Shop 

THE FIREHOUSE CABARET 

5782 Portland Rd NE / (503) 393-4782 

Full Bar, Full Menu, Lottery 

Mon-Sat 12pm-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am 

SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 

3473 Silverton Rd / (503) 370-7080 

Videos, Magazines, Multi Ch. Arcade 

24 Hours / 7 Days 

STARS CABARET 

1550 Weston Ct NE / (503) 370-8063 
Full Bar, Full Menu, Sports Room, 4 Stages 
Mon-Sat 11am-2:30am, Sun 4pm-2:30am 

THE SUGAR SHACK GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 

3803 Commercial St SE / (503) 371-1565 
Full Bar, Full Menu, Light-Up Dance Floor And Pole 
11:30am-2am/7 Days 

VIXENS 

3815 State St / (971) 304-7082 
Lingerie Modeling 
24 Hours / 7 Days 


SPRINGFIELD 


DODDI’S VIP ROOM 

1195 Main St/(541) 844-1019 

Full Bar, Full Menu, 4 Stages 

Sun-Thu 7pm-2:30am, Fri-Sat 3pm-2:30am 

BRICK HOUSE 

136 4th St/(541) 988-1612 

Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers, 1 Stage, 2 Cages 

11am-2:30am/7 Days 

SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 

1166 South A St/(541) 726-6969 
Videos, Mags, Clothes, Novelties, Arcade 
24 Hours / 7 Days 

THEMANCAVE 

1444 Main St/ (541) 515-6656 

Full Bar, Full Menu, 1 Stage 

Mon-Fri 12pm-2:30am, Sat-Sun 4pm-2:30am 


THE DALLES 


ADULT SHOP 

3506 W6th St/ (541) 298-1874 

Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 

Lingerie 

Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-2am 


UMATILLA 


RIVERSIDE SPORTS BAR AND LOUNGE 

1501-6th St/(541) 922-4112 
2 Stages, Full Bar, Lottery, Full Menu, 
Closed Mon, Tue-Thu 4pm-2:30am, 

Fri 11am-2:30am, Sat-Sun 12pm-2:30am 
Adult Entertainment: 6pm-2am 


WASHINGTON 

ABERDEEN 


THE FANTASY SHOP 

213 E Wiskah St / (360) 532-8078 
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies 
Mon-Thu llam-IOpm, Fri-Sat llam-llpm, 
Sun 12pm-8pm 

Videos, Magazines, Books _ 


BREMERTON 


ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 

338 N Callow Ave / (360) 373-0551 
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade 
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun lOam-IOpm 

TURF NEWS 

321 N Callow Ave/ (360) 479-0111 

Videos, Magazines, Books 

Mon-Sat llam-lam, Sun 11am-12am _ 


DES MOINES 


AIRPORT VIDEO 2 

21635 Pacific Highway S / (206) 878-7780 
Theater, Arcade, Video Peep Shows, Movies, 
Novelties & Toys 

10am-2am/7 Days _ 


EVERETT 


AIRPORT VIDE01 

11732 Airport Rd / (425) 290-7555 
Theater, Arcade, Videos, Magazines, Novelties 
24 Hours / 7 Days _ 


KENNEWICK 


CASTLE MEGASTORE 

522 N Columbia Center Blvd / (509) 374-8276 

Essentials For Lovers 

Sun-Thu lOam-llpm, Fri-Sat IQam-lam 


KENT 


THE FANTASY SHOP 

604 Central Ave S / (253) 850-8428 
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies 
Mon-Thu lOam-IOpm, Fri-Sat lOam-llpm, 
Sun 12pm-8pm _ 


LAKEWOOD 


ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 

3922 100th St SW / (253) 582-3329 
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade 
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun lOam-IOpm 

LIBERTY BOOK STORE 

3710 100th St SW / (253) 581 -0362 
Videos, Magazines, Books, Arcade 
Sun-Thu 8am-12am, Fri-Sat 8am-1am 


LYNNWOOD 


DEANNA’S VIDEO 

15329 Highway 99 / (425) 742-7747 
Videos, Magazines, Arcade, Novelties, Toys 
9am-1am/7 Days 

LOVERS LAIR 

4001 198th St SW #7 / (425) 775-4502 
DVDs, Novelties, Lingerie, Unique BDSM 
Supplies 

Mon-Sat lOam-IOpm, Sun 12pm-6pm 


PASCO 


ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 

3724 N Rainier Ave / (509) 547-5341 
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade 
Mon-Sat 9am-12am, Sun lOam-IOpm _ 


RENTON 


CLUBSINROCK 

208 SW 16th St/(425) 255-3110 
18+ Gentlemen’s Club, 1 Stage, ATM 
Mon-Fri 2pm-2am, Sat-Sun 6pm-2am 


SEATTLE 


DANCING BARE 

10338 Aurora Ave N / (206) 523-1227 

18+, 1 Stage, VIP Area, ATM, DVDs, Toys, Novelties 

11am-2:30am/7 Days 

HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 

12706 Lake City Way NE / (206) 363-0056 
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie, Theater 
24 Hours / 7 Days 

SANDS SHOWGIRLS 

7509 15th Ave NW/(206) 782-1225 
18+ Gentlemen’s Club (No Cover), Pool, ATM 
12pm-2:30am/7 Days 

TABOO VIDEO 

9813 16th Ave SW/(206) 767-4855 
DVDs, Novelties, Arcade, Theater, Best Prices 
8am-12am/7 Days 

THE FANTASY SHOP 

9630 16th Ave SW/(206) 762-3299 
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies 
lOam-llpm/7 Days 

VIDEO VIDEOS 

10326 Lake City Way NE / (206) 523-5973 
DVDs, Magazines, Books, Toys, Novelties, 
Theater 

10am-3am/7 Days _ 


SHORELINE 


RONNA’S VIDEO 

19540 Aurora Ave N / (206) 542-1044 
Videos, Magazine, Arcade, Novelties, Toys 
Open Sun-Thu 9am-12am, Fri-Sat 9am-1am 


SILVERDALE 


CASTLE MEGASTORE 

2789 NW Randall Way / (360) 308-0779 

Essentials For Lovers 

Sun-Thu llam-IOpm, Fri-Sat llam-llpm 


SPOKANE 


HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 

3813 N Division St / (509) 324-8961 
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie 
Mon-Thu 9am-12am, Fri-Sat 9am-2am 
& Sun 12pm-10pm _ 


SPOKANE VALLEY 


CASTLE MEGASTORE 

11324 E Sprague Ave / (509) 893-1180 

Essentials For Lovers 

Sun-Thu lOam-IOpm, Fri-Sat lOam-lam 

HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 

9611 E Sprague Ave / (509) 928-9499 
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie, Theater 
24 Hours / 7 Days_ 


TACOMA 


CASTLE MEGASTORE 

6015 Tacoma Mall Blvd / (253) 471-0391 
Essentials For Lovers 
10am-1am/7 Days 

ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 

5440 South Tacoma Way / (253) 474-9871 
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade 
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun lOam-IOpm 
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Always Hiring Fun Girls 

Housing Provided | OOQ A IIP II dennis@bunnyranch.com 

Open Schedules l"000“BUIW I HHIlOll madamsuzette@bunnyranch.com 

Moonlite BunnyRanch Sagebrush Ranch Love Ranch Reno/Tahoe Love Ranch Vegas Kit Kat Ranch Alien Cathouse 
<77S) 246-9901 (776) 246-5683 (775)246-7252 (775) 372-5251 (775) 246-9975 (775) 372-5678 






S/uf (noun) — a person who likes sex for its 
own sake and doesn't give a fuck what you 
think about it. 


S/uf/tup (verb) — to share the pleasure 
of your body with whomever you please. 



Eight years ago, I made a New Year's resolu¬ 
tion: five or fewer men in 2010. I was 24 at 
the time, even hotter than I am now (which, I 
feel for transparency sake, I should say is still 
relatively hot, but way, way grumpier) and at 
a point in my life that was completely whim¬ 
sical. The sluttiness of 2008 and 2009 had 
brought me sex on the beach with a man I'd 
just met, who became my abusive partner 
of eight months and the kind of heartache 
that only comes from falling in love while 
on drugs at a music festival or falling in love 
while three miles high on a Himalayan back¬ 
packing expedition; my heart flew perma¬ 
nently, obnoxiously outside of my body. 

Not all the slutty experiences were bad. On 
a first date, I received cunnilingus while I 
played Guitar Hero. I once received cunnilin¬ 
gus for an hour, on the floor, next to a fire, in 
a three-sided snow shelter. I mastered the art 
of the sexual proposition, when I approached 
a guy in my shirt and panties after a night of 
drinking and said simply, "Hey, do you want 
to have sex?"The bad part of that story, is the 
guy was the on-again-off-again boyfriend of 
my only friend at the time. Sex had become 
so easy and trivial, that it seemed to be get¬ 
ting problematic. 

So, I vowed to hook up and/or fall in love 
with five or fewer men that year. I didn't casu¬ 
ally fuck anybody's boyfriend that year, and 
since condoms and showers are remarkable 
at keeping sexually transmitted infections at 
bay, that was never really my concern. But, 
fucking four men and one woman that year 
didn't really keep the heartache away. 

The first man of 2010 was a repeat from 
the year before—Festival Hottie. Was it the 
romance or the drugs that kept me hear¬ 
ing music, seeing fireworks and feeling like 
light was exploding out of my heart? When 
I hooked up with him again, we weren't on 
anything (weed doesn't count!) and I still felt 
a lot of the same feelings—unfortunately, 
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that included the obsessive heartbreak when 
he didn't want me. I sobbed in the car with 
my best-friend-slash-occasional-lover and 
my resolve strengthened. 

I did a good job of keeping things casual with 
my next lover—the next that I remember, 
anyway. But, it's unfortunate that a real, other 
person would get involved with me at a time 
that I had a resolution to be less emotionally 
involved. He loved me and I never truly loved 
him back—not even when he went down on 
me at the back of an Avett Bros, concert, fully 
visible to anybody who cared to look, though 
far enough away from other people that at 
least nobody said anything. Okay, maybe I 
loved him a little for that—he and I had sev¬ 
eral of my best-sex-ever moments—but, I 
never loved him the way he wanted me to. 

In the midst of not loving my second partner, 
I met a third, who never minded that I didn't 
love him. We met at a bar and fucked almost 
daily for a few weeks, then fell out of touch 
naturally. Casual sex success! 

My fourth lover was my best friend, giving 
my second lover a happy-birthday-threeway. 
Years later, she would break my heart in the 
devastating way that best friends do—some¬ 
body you've shown your everything to and 
still had them love and accept you, only to 
suddenly stop caring about you because 
they found another lover. That kind of heart¬ 
ache. But, it wasn't 2010, so for the purposes 
of this story, it's all good. 

The fifth and final lover I truly loved, and it 
did break my heart. It was a classic moment 
of, "I don't want a relationship," "Great! Me 
neither...oh wait, yes I do, I want a relation¬ 
ship with YOU!" It happens so often, but it's 
never fair. You get involved with somebody, 
telling them you want one thing and then 
hormones take over your rational mind and 
you find you don't really know what you 
want anymore. After we broke up, I still had 


many months left of 2010 and didn't know 
what to do. Should I break my resolution to 
cleanse my palette of the heartbreak or had 
enough been enough? 

I technically succeeded at my 2010 resolu¬ 
tion, but it didn't decrease my dissatisfac¬ 
tion with romance or myself. I made a new 
resolution: plenty of men in 2011.1 changed 
my overall sexual attitude, from one of hesi¬ 
tancy (like I was giving something up with 
every man I loved or fucked), to an attitude 
of abundance. I decided that I had so much 
energy stored up, that I could be free to give 
it to whomever, whenever I pleased. This 
wasn't much different from the way I had 
lived previously, but with the key difference 
that in 2011,1 would strive to have both few¬ 
er reservations and ultimately less heartache, 
due to fewer attachments. I'm happy to say, 
that this resolution also worked. 

Although I didn't have sex with many more 
men in 2011 than I did in 2010, my heart was 
never broken. Sex and love were no longer 
things to fear giving away—they were just 
things that came and went, like a tide. 

If you're sick of making and breaking the 
same cliche New Year's resolutions, consider 
changing your philosophy on sex and love. 
It doesn't have to be purely about numbers. 
Consider "embrace the peen in 2018!" or "ex¬ 
plore the spaces in between in 2018." While it 
may be tempting to make a resolution of res¬ 
ervation, I found that the real growth came 
from attempting to keep nothing back. In the 
end, I found my reserves were actually great¬ 
er when I treated them like they were endless 
than when I tried to conserve my open heart. 

Dr. Helen Shepard is a Clinical Sexologist in Eu¬ 
gene and can be reached at EugeneSexology@ 
Gmail.com 






NOW HIRING TALENTED, SEXY ENTERTAINERS • EMAIL PICS AND INFO TO SHIFTS@DANCERBOOKING.COM 
FOR LIVE MUSIC AND DANCERS' SCHEDULES, CHECK US OUT @ FACEBOOK.COM/DEVILSPOINT • #DEVILSPOINTPDX @DEVILSPOINTPDX 


















BY BLAZER SPARROW 


For the longest time, I thought Portland 
needed a CBGB. As it turns out, Portland 
has several possible CBGBs. After doing 
a little research, I realized that what Port¬ 
land really needs is a Hilly Kristal. Not that 
Talking Heads, Blondie, Television, The Ra- 
mones and Patti Smith weren't talented, 
but I honestly think none of us would know 
who they are today, if it weren't for Kristal. 
A good music scene doesn't just require tal¬ 
ented bands and an enthusiastic audience 
that doesn't scoff at a three-dollar cover—it 
requires venue owners who actually give a 
damn and take risks on new, unknown acts. 

Portland is a great city if you're a music 
fan. There are shows every day—multiple 
shows, every day. It's even better if you're 
a music venue, because you never have to 
seek out entertainment. They'll bust down 
your email door for you. They'll even play for 
free, for god-knows-what reason. However, 
after five years here, I'm realizing it's not a 
good city if you're a musical artist. There are 
too many of us. This city is saturated. Grant¬ 
ed, our stock is low. But, it doesn't mean that 
we have to be treated like garbage—this 
isn't fucking L.A. There's not enough money, 
people or actual opportunities for Portland 
to have the same vibe. 

I get that venues have to make money 
and I also get that musical acts—especial¬ 
ly rock bands—can be insufferable, enti¬ 
tled pricks. But, someone has to break the 
cycle and Portland could use a venue that 
actually gives newer acts the benefit of the 


doubt. Yes, it's a saturated scene, but by not 
returning emails, demanding a band have 
a 50-person draw, asking the band to find 
four other bands that sound the same (isn't 
that your job?) and only paying the bands in 
drink tickets, you, the venue, are just perpet¬ 
uating the cycle of resentment that is keep¬ 
ing our city from being anything but a stop 
on the way to Seattle. 

I'm not a business owner and I will admit to 
not knowing the financial intricacies of run¬ 
ning a venue. But, I do know that businesses 
have these things called expenses. There's 
no reason that entertainment shouldn't be 
treated as an expense, just like liquor, staff 
and the fancy, new sign. Sure, you (the ven¬ 
ue) will argue that you already invested in 
the P.A. system, have to hire a sound guy 
and pay out the ass for the black-and-white 
posters from Kinkos, so why pay four snot- 
nosed punks for playing a shitty set, on top 
of all the money you've already spent? 

Well, it doesn't matter if the punks are good 
or not, they are your entertainment for 
the night. You are hir¬ 
ing them. If they suck, 
simply don't hire them 
again. It's simple. Asking 
an artist to bring their 
own crowd to a ven¬ 
ue is asking the artist 
to do your job...it's your 
venue—you should be 
promoting the fucking 
shows. If you want to 
be a hip Portland mu¬ 
sic hub, then you got to 
make that happen. I'm 
talking about bars here, 
not the Cyrstal Ball¬ 
room or The Roseland. 

You're not booking The 
Decemberists. You are 
booking local acts, who 
do not have a follow¬ 
ing yet. I'm tired of being told that the art¬ 
ist has to cultivate a following. All an artist 
has to be is good. A vibrant scene takes ef¬ 
fort from all sides. The audience needs to 
pay the paltry cover, dance (that's a topic for 
another column) and buy drinks. The artist 
needs to be practiced, show up on time and 
perform well. They don't also need to pro¬ 
mote the show, get the word out, bring ev¬ 
eryone there and sometimes literally build 
the bill themselves—that's the venue's job. 
I've literally read emails asking me to find 
three other bands that sound like mine (if 
we want to get booked). If the artist finds 


several acts for the show, promotes it and 
brings the crowd, then what exactly did the 
venue do to contribute? And, don't say they 
"provided the space." That's the equivalent 
of a participation trophy. That devalues the 
work of the artist. 

And, once again, I cannot apologize enough 
for the entitled, untalented assholes that 
make the rest of us look bad. I've heard 
the sentiment of, "Why should I pay $200 
for some kids to go to the strip club?" and 
"If a band has a following, they'll bring in a 
crowd and they'll make money."This doesn't 
make any sense. If the band has a following 
and a guaranteed crowd that you're bank¬ 
ing on to make money for your venue, you 
better pay that band up front. Also, you're 
not Crystal Ballroom—you are a fucking bar. 
You're paying those kids $200 to value the 
work they've done. Instruments are expen¬ 
sive. Practice spaces are expensive. If it's an 
out-of-town band, you should give them 
$200 for gas alone. Vans get shit mileage. 

Before you say I'm asking for a participation 
trophy, I'm not. I'm 
asking for partici¬ 
pation, from you— 
the venue. Again, 
you're not paying 
for a popular band 
to bring in a lot of 
people to your bar 
to buy drinks and 
spread the word 
about how cool 
your spot is; you're 
paying for enter¬ 
tainment for the 
evening. Whether 
or not the house is 
packed is of no con¬ 
sequence to the val¬ 
ue of the entertain¬ 
er's work. 


I get that paying $200 (this amount is totally 
arbitrary, by the way) every night, for a pos¬ 
sibly successful night, isn't exactly cost-ef¬ 
fective. So, if we're all in this together and 
no one wants to spend more then they 
have to, then at least put the time and effort 
in. Do your part. We'll do ours. And, when 
we don't, don't have us back. If artists and 
venues both did their parts, then Portland 
could possibly have a vibrant, healthy, nur¬ 
turing music scene. It can't just be all on the 
artist to make this happen. 
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Well, here we are, at the end of another year. 
After living through recent history, I have 
reached a point where it seems nothing can 
surprise me (although, I'm often wrong). Such 
is the case, with this past year. I'd like to take 
this time to congratulate our species on not 
destroying ourselves. It was a real squeaker 
for a while, though. So, without further delay 
(considering you may not live to finish read¬ 
ing this), I give you the last Top 5 of 2017! 


It has been a wall-to-wall fucking Michael Bay 
movie this year. Fucking hurricanes, floods, 
earthquakes.Jt's almost as though we've 
been mistreating the Earth. Or, maybe, it's all 
the weather modification they're definitely 
not doing? I don't really know what's causing 
it, since climate change is clearly imaginary, 
right? I'm glad we can agree on that. So, until 
we can sacrifice enough goats to please the 
gods, I shall continue praying to my toaster in 
hopes it transforms into a multi-dimensional 
robot to save us all. 


Remember when we used to say "be toler¬ 
ant" or, "if you can't say something nice, don't 
say anything" or things like that? Well, 2017 
taught us we were all just a bunch of soft- 
ass, candy corn babies. The new, American 
ideal, is to viciously attack people who even 
slightly disagree with you. I know we got a 
taste of that, in years previous to this one, 
but this year dropped the mic on us. Hitting 
people with cars was the new thing to do. 
All over the world, terrorists were attacking 
groups of people by driving torpedoes—I 
mean, cars—into them. But, nowhere in the 
world was it done with more style than here 
in the good ol' USofA—we even got that shit 


on WorldStar-style YouTube clips. Protesters 
blocking the road on your way to work? Go 
ahead and run over them. Yolir ex-girlfriend's 
simple cousin with a fishhook on his hat says 
it's legal (and he said he was a law-yer). 


Speaking of hitting people with cars, you 
know who has been doing that a lot here in 
America? Nazis, that's who! 2016 may have 
reminded us that race was an issue, but 2017 
showed us that they are coagulating into 
clubs again, much like ol' whitey from the 
segregation era, they have political power. 

I have actually witnessed a red-blooded 
American get shot down, for calling out Na¬ 
zis with the argument of "freedom of speech." 








DO YOU WANT GENOCIDE?! Because, that's 
how you get genocide. It seems odd to me, 
that we would need to have this conversa¬ 
tion, considering Marvel Studios is pimping 
Captain America at every local WalMart in 
Hillbillyville. Remember that guy? He was lit¬ 
erally created to make the concept of killing 
Nazis fun for kids. 


Every year, we have a wildfire season here on 


the west coast. But, this year's was truly horri¬ 
fying. It was unlike anything I have ever seen, 
in my thirty-five years of life. California is still 
on fire, in case you hadn't heard about that 
lately. This, if you think about it, is a great ex¬ 
ample of our desensitization as a culture. We 
just stop paying attention, even though peo¬ 
ple in Puerto Rico still don't have food, water 
or electricity. And, California is still on fire. 
The fires were dangerously close to me, here 
in southern Oregon, and even if I had been in 
Portland, they would have still been too close 
for comfort. At least, here in Oregon, no one 
will notice the lack of forests, until it stops 
raining next Nevervember. 


You knew I was going to go there, right? As a 
matter of fact, while I was thinking of awful 
things that happened this year (to put on this 
list), I kept realizing that most of them could 
all be attributed to one man. I'm not totally 
convinced that we can't blame the weather 
(or, the fires) on him, either. There's just so 
much fuckery afoot, that it's hard to pin 
down. I don't know what people expected 
when they voted for him. I see rich business¬ 
men as young adults of very wealthy parents 
and the American government is their mom¬ 
my and daddy. They don't know where the 
money comes from, but they know Daddy is 
the best source (he does just seem to print 
money, after all). And, let's just be honest 
with ourselves, if old, rich, white dudes were 
to be imagined as riding a schoolbus, Don¬ 
ald Trump would be on the short version... 
alone. This is our President and he is banging 
the toy bongos of war...nuclear war. So, this is 
my goodbye to 2017—may it fuck right off a 
fucking cliff. 
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MR. MISANTHROPY 

Mr. Misanthropy checked IDs at the door. He 
rested one foot on the bottom peg of the stool 
he leaned on, with a crooked posture. He clicked 
on a flashlight to examine the state-issued plas¬ 
tic in his hand. Light from the flashlight twin¬ 
kled on his shined shoes. He pursed his lips and 
studied the face of the dude trying to get in. He 
handed the customer his ID back and gestured 
him to go through. 

Mr. Misanthropy's pressed, button-up blackshirt 
and black slacks were just as smooth as his pale 
face and obsidian hair. He sat, perched at the 
inside of the front door—the only door—of the 
strip club. He hardly spoke—just judged IDs and 
the sea of faces, as they rolled into the venue. 

He offered no greeting. No smile. No small talk. 
Just a hand held out in cold silence. If the fool 
at the door didn't know the routine, Mr. Misan¬ 
thropy merely raised an eyebrow with his empty 
hand waiting. 

The rush ended. Mr. Misanthropy angled his 
stool toward the club and the back stage, as I 
approached. I climbed onto the plexiglass ta¬ 
bletop, stepped over its lit railing and gave the 
backs of heads a long sigh. 

Mr. Misanthropy must have heard me, because 
I glanced over and saw him smirk—a rare sight, 
but less rare when we were in each other's com¬ 
pany. 

Tiredness hit me and my swollen feet harder 
than most nights, and since no one was paying 
attention to the back stage, I only did enough 
movement to not get me in trouble with the 
bartender or bouncer. I slowly shifted postures, 
in a mock dance, because it was the law for us to 
keep moving, always, no matter what. 

I had never seen this law in writing, but I had 
been warned to obey it, repeatedly, at every club 
I had ever worked...or else. I figured it was really 
another way for them to control us, ensuring 
that their marionettes were in action and ready 
for whenever any guy walked into the club...a 
non-stop erotic cabaret, a constant illusion of 
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seduction. I could gripe about such grievances 
with Mr. Misanthropy and he'd always chime 
right in, instead of telling me to suck it up. 

Since it was slow in the back of the club, which 
was oddly at the front door, I took the oppor¬ 
tunity to share complaints with the perpetually 
disgruntled doorman, instead of dance for free. 


"It's a stupid rule," he said. "You don't even get a 
wage, I mean, you have to pay to be here. You 
should get to do what you want." 



"Seriously. This wouldn't even be a strip club, if it 
weren't for the strippers." 

A guy about 20 years older than us sat at my 
rack. I rolled my eyes and begrudgingly got up. 

"Excuse me, I have to go shake my ass for a sin¬ 
gle dollar." 

Mr. Misanthropy laughed—not to heckle me, 
but because he agreed it sucked to be inter¬ 
rupted in the middle of our bitchfest, for prob¬ 
ably only $1. 


The song ended and the guy left. I pranced over 
to Mr. Misanthropy, topless. I rested on my belly 
and kicked my feet in sync to the beat, to pre¬ 
tend I was dancing, while we shared our mutual 
discontent. 

"The dancer before you asked me why I wasn't 
watching her." 

"Sounds like she has a crush." 

"Whatever. Doesn't she know I live here? I'm de¬ 
sensitized to naked women." 

"Seems obvious to me, although you're the only 
employee who hasn't ever hit on me." 

"I'm here to make money, not to get laid." 

"Go figure. Same here." 

"We're surrounded by idiots," he said. 

I let him vent. I thought it was funny, but I also 
knew what no one else in the club knew—he 
was dying and he didn't know how much longer 
he had left to live. He wasn't even sure of what 
was wrong with him—he just knew his days 
were limited. The doctors told him it could be 
anywhere from six months to six years. I could 
see the terror of death's approach nestled deep 
in his eyes when we spoke, but I didn't let him 
see I could see it. I knew how much time he 
spent in his silent scorn on that lonesome stool, 
checking faces to names and dates to visible 
ages, glaring with vacant eyes, leaning with one 
foot to shift the pain in his spine. 

"At least we're not idiots," I said. 

We laughed. The song ended. I covered my 
breasts with my top and descended the stage. 
He moved his stool back toward the front door 
and stared into nothingness. 

Jaime Dunkle mixes the profound and the profane 
in her prose, with an altruism that stems from her 
background as a journalist Her stories range from 
fiction to personal narrative and often blur be¬ 
tween the two. For more info, go to JaimeDunkle. 
com or @JaimeDunkle. No creepers allowed. 
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WHY STRIPPERS WILL SURVIVE 
THE ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE 


It's coming...very / very soon. The end is 
near. No, I'm not talking about Bitcoin (we 
still have a few more months of dumb 
money to fuel the bubble). Rather, I mean 
the ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE. Okay, I know 
it's old hat at this point, but so are con¬ 
cepts like "resources" and "retirement." My 
generation knows how we're going out. 
Why do you think I dress as Negan every 
year for Halloween? But, aside from base- 
ball-bat-wielding madmen, there is one 
group that will likely outlast all others, 
should the "Thriller" video become a real 
thing—strippers. Here's why... 

Strippers Are MacGyver-Level Experts 
At Life Hacks 

Broken nail? Hair in a knot? 

High heels uneven? Cool. 

Get Sapphire some duct 
tape, a toothpick and some 
gauze—she'll have you 
fixed up in no time. Let me 
ask you customers some¬ 
thing: in all your years of 
enjoying up-close-and-per- 
sonal interactions with to¬ 
tally naked women at strip 
clubs, have you ever seen a 
tampon string, a pimple or 
a booger? Don't get it twist¬ 
ed—strippers aren't perfect, 
they're just good at impro¬ 
vising. Trim the string, foun¬ 
dation the pimple and keep 
that coke nail on point. Bam. 

If anyone can make a weapon out of 
a box of cigarettes, some gum and an 
empty can of Four Loko, it's a stripper. 
Forget medical coverage during the zom¬ 
bie apocalypse—all you need is the right 
dancer, some Xanax and a cup of rubbing 
alcohol. How does she do it? I don't fuck¬ 
ing know. But, does it matter? Making a 
compass out of a coke straw isn't some¬ 
thing they teach in Boy Scouts. Just ac¬ 
cept that strippers got this, yo. Trust Cin- 
nabonita, when she tells you that the car 
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isn't dead—just in need of some Borax 
and whipped cream. 

Strippers Can Operate In Limited And/ 
Or Unconventional Clothing 

Aside from stray dogs and crackheads, no 
one will be able to weather the weather 
in a cold-ass, broken-heater, no-power- 
grid-having world (unless they trained 
by living in Detroit, Ml, in which case they 
are already familiar with the things I men¬ 
tioned at the beginning of the sentence). 
Yet, I've seen strippers finish an entire dab 
cartridge, outside, in the freezing weath¬ 
er, wearing nothing but Fedora Joe's coat 
and some thong sandals. While office 
workers are busy bitching about how air 


conditioning is a function of the patriar¬ 
chy, dancers walk half naked, up Burnside, 
in January—just for fun. In fact, I'm con¬ 
vinced that 98% of pizza sales that occur 
during Portland's winter months are due 
to Kit Kat and Union Jacks dancers cross¬ 
ing frozen pavement, stepping over bum- 
sicles and managing to do it all in heels, 
just for a slice of pepperoni. 

Do you honestly think that the Carhartt- 
dependent yuppies and their free-spirit 
Burning Man tents will survive a single 


day of the apocalypse? Fuck no. In fact, 
the first place to go is L.A. Then Florida. 
I'm fine with this. But, if you want to sur¬ 
vive the cold, damp reality of Last Of Us: 
IRL Edition, you need to be ready to do so 
while wearing the skins of dead animals. 
Now, the first option is to start shopping 
at K-Mart and get used to the fabric they 
sell—this will prepare you for sub-zero 
temperatures. But, most people don't 
have access to a K-Mart. In fact, most K- 
Marts will be raided within the first few 
hours of Trump telling the world he's 
sorry and that ZombieCorp Warner AOL 
Bath Salt DrugTech shouldn't have been 
appointed to run the new healthcare 
plan. Therefore, your best bet is to start 
dressing like a stripper today. Make your 
own clothes. Let them get 
damaged over time. Then, 
continue to wear them., while 
ice skating...drunk. Do this 
enough and you will be danc¬ 
er-ready for any climate. 

Strippers Know Where To 
Hide 

After-hours clubs. Basement 
bars. The room where the 
owner keeps the safe. None 
of these locations are marked 
on the map, regardless of 
whether or not you're playing 
Zombie Survivor or Zelda: Lap 
Dance Of Time. However, if the 
regular world is a GameStop 
pre-order, strippers already have the DLC. 
The taco shop that stays open late, that 
pizza place on Division, record stores that 
still sell hash pipes...every one of these 
locations can be unlocked by a popular- 
enough dancer. I mean, these chicks 
spend all shift listening to dudes who 
want to appear as if they are "in the know," 
and although a lot of this is bullshit, I've 
never been to an after-hours club without 
first asking directions from a half-naked 
woman—most strippers possess an au- 



tism-level database of information, from talking to intoxi¬ 
cated hipster informants, day in and day out. 

So, once the zombie apocalypse poses a threat, call a strip¬ 
per. Ask her where to stay, how to get there and what the 
password is. Chances are, this place will have cheap vodka, 
a pool table and a dog named "Butters" roaming around. Tip 
the bouncer, just in case the zombies show up. The average 
Joe Shithead off the street will be busy roaming around an 
abandoned shopping mall, while you enjoy booze from a 
red cup in the company of half-naked women. 

Strippers Can Re-Populate A Barren Planet Quickly 

There is a misconception about industry people (not just 
dancers—I'm talking DJs, bouncers, bartenders and anyone 
else who surrounds themselves with sex all day), in that 
folks think strippers are, by nature, whorish or slutty. Now, 
there is nothing wrong with being whorish or slutty. Howev¬ 
er, I've dated several co-workers and, trust me, the last thing 
a stripper wants to do, after eight hours of bullshitting with 
regulars, is attempt a candle-lit, romantic interlude over a 
glass of wine, next to the fire. 

The reality is, we (industry folk, dancers included) often 
treat sex like a quick workout—something that needs to be 
done, but requires no fluff, showmanship or otherwise sex- 
industry-associated sentiment. If you want to be seduced, 
date a librarian. If you want to get yourself and your partner 
off in a matter of minutes, while watching Shameless and 
organizing your cell phone contacts, date a dancer or a DJ. 
It's not that we don't like sex—we're just in the same class 
of, say, cooks who get off work and go directly to Taco Bell 
or bartenders who drink Pabst at home. 

Hence, if you need to get a lot of fuckin'done, quickly and 
efficiently, you're not gonna wanna roam the wastelands 
with hopeless romantics and prudes. Plus, strippers are 
attractive, so the future generation will be a beautiful, ho¬ 
mogenous mix of races, hair colors and tattoos. Every wom¬ 
an will end up looking like a punk rockTyra Banks. Fuck yes. 

Strippers Can Always Find Drugs 

Okay, this one may be generalizing a bit—I'm just keeping it 
real. Not all (or, even most) dancers do drugs. I have to type 
that, in order to keep my job. So, with that out of the way, 
your average dancer could be in Utah, in the middle of Feb¬ 
ruary, attending a Mormon convention and still find good 
weed. If there's one Mormon who grows Bubba Kush in his 
attic, Destinee Precious can track that dude down. 

So, it only makes sense that if you want to get lit during a 
zombie apocalypse, you're gonna want to keep ties with 
your stripper friends. Which dispensary has yet to be raid¬ 
ed? Where are the good outdoor growsites? Why did my 
daughter try to eat my flesh? Questions like these will help 
you keep you focused and relaxed, while roaming the land 
for scraps. Hell, the scraps might even taste good, if you're 
high enough. 
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DENNIS HOF’S TEAM BUNNY RANCH! 
NOW HIRING FUN GIRLS! 

4 Reno/Tahoe Brothels 
3 Las Vegas Brothels 
Email MadamSuzette@BunnyRanch.com 
Or Dennis@BunnyRanch.com 
Or Call (888) 286-6972 
We will work around your schedule 
and provide housing! 
www. BunnyRanch. com 
(You Don’t Have To Be On TV) 

SEATTLE DANCERS 

Auditioning Daily For Girls Who 
Want To Make Fast Cash 
Call (425) 255-3110 
www. ClubSinRock. com 

WHY DANCERS LOVE CLUB SINROCK! 

• No Fines, You Make Your Own Schedule 
• Upscale, VIP Private Dance Rooms 
• Professionally Managed, Clean & Safe 
Portland Auditions (360) 335-7721 

STARS CABARET 

1550 Weston Court NE • Salem, OR 
(503) 370-8063 Auditions Daily 

STARS BRIDGEPORT 

Seeking Professional Entertainers & Staff 
Call (503) 726-2403 

CLUB ROUGE 

PORTLAND’S PREMIER GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 

Always Contracting Entertainers 
Drop-In Auditions Are 
Mon-Sat 11am-6pm, Sun 2pm-6pm 

CABARET 

17544 SE Stark St. Hiring girls 18 & over. 
Auditions Mon-Sat 2pm-9pm. 

Call (503) 252-3529 

DEVIL DANCER PROMOTIONS 

Booking 4 Casa Diablo & other strip clubs. 
Wanted: Angelic faces with devilishly 
delightful bodies. Make more $$$ than 
God! 18+, no experience necessary. 
Stage fee is only $2 per shift. 

Call (503) 222-6600 now! 
www. Booking. Dance/Audition 

HATE SCHEDULES? SO DO WE! 

Tired of scheduling hassles? Hate getting 
fined? We don’t have schedules! 
Work whenever you want! 

Golden Dragon Exotic Club • 324 SW 3rd Ave 
(Downtown) • (503) 274-1900 
Auditions Daily! Anytime! 

MYSTIC GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 

Now Hiring Portland’s Top Entertainers 
(18+) For All Shifts! Open Auditions 
Monday-Friday 11am-6pm 
(503) 803-1830 


DREAM ON SALOON 

Now Hiring Dancers 21 + 

Low Stage Fees • No Mandatory Tip Outs 
Keep An Open Schedule - You Decide! 
No Late Fees • Text (503) 482-4000 

HAWTHORNE STRIP 

Hiring Professional Entertainers 21 + 

To Set Up An Audition, Send A Few Pho¬ 
tos, A Brief Summary Of Your Experience 
& Contact Information To 
HawthorneStrip@gmail. com 

WHISPERS 

Seeking Professional & Sexy Entertainers 
No Experience Neccessary 
Contact Jesse @ (360) 513-3792 
Daily Shifts Available Starting @ 11am 
No Stage Fees - Earn Top Dollar 


• MISCELLANEOUS • 


TALK IS CHEAP - AND DIRTY! 

Call FREE! (503) 416-7435 
Or (800) 700-6666 
www.RedHotDateline.com 

WHERE REAL GAY MEN MEET 
FOR UNCENSORED FUN! 18+ 

Browse & Reply For Free 
(503) 416-7444 

LIKE DOMINATION? 

Hot Models 

Private Basement Dungeon 
3414 NE 82nd Ave PDX 97220 

HYPNOX PHOTOGRAPHY 
WWW.HYPNOX.COM • (206) 226-3853 


TO ADVERTISE HERE, CALL 

( 503 ) 804-4479 


SENSURL RUBDOWNS 


ALLIE 



BUSTYMODELRLLIE.COM 




^OSE 
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HIRING DANCERS & STAFF! 

FOR BOOKING, CONTACT 


DANCERS, TEXT PICTURES & CALL 

503 - 607-4695 


(503)482-3494 OR (971) 295-3780 

Email For All Other Inquiries 
RevealL0ungeLLC@9mail.com 


10140 SW CANYON HD ■ BEAVERTON, OR 
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Would an extra $1,000 a night 
fit into your budget? 
Come where the money is! 

We are a fun and drama free club . ^ 

Set your own schedule . X 

No minimum shifts per week. / 

Auditions at Casa Diablo (21+) 

Tuesday and Wednesday 
Auditions at Dusk Til Dawn 
E verv' day 4pm-7pa 

Get started at tvtvw.Casa DiaaitiiHiiW B 


PORTLAND CLUB 


>NCHORAGE CLU 
-AIRBANKS CLUB, 


SEATTLE/RENTON CLUB 

i -jfeji 

r p • - -am—, ■ 


' BE 18 CLUBSINROCK.COM - EMAIL US TODAY AT 

ALWAYS SAFE - PROFESSIONALLY MANAGED CLUBS 


;LUBSI NROCK@GMAIL.COM 

WITH UPSCALE PRIVATE VIP ROOMS! 


CASA DIABL© 


10 H STM E FEES ■ N 0 (N DIM Tl P Dlff S ■ ffl 1 HE FEES 
KEEP IH OPEN SCIEEIII1LE-TITI DECIDE! 

TEXT (5031482-4000 

SEt SCHEDULE AT DAEAMONSAtaON.COM 


SEEKING DANCERS 18+ 

AUDITIONS 
TUESUN 7PM-10PM 
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Turnon, Guam 


We Pay A Weekly 
Salary Of $4sos 
Relax On Beautiful 
White Sand Beaches. 
Overlooking Crystal 
Clear Ocean Waters! 


Free Housing 
AvailableiJ 
Call Today... 

671-688-5235 


Free Round-Trip 
Airfarej^S 

Guam's Club USA^ 
Showclub Offers^ 
j* Entertainers W 
The Opportunity Of* 
A Lifetime! 


» Dance & Drinkj 
* Commissions, « 
PlusJips^Paid To 
fcYOU.NlGHTLYai 


FREE AIRFARE 

FOR A 2-3 MONTH CONTRACT! 
FREE HOUSING AVAILABLE! 

FRIENDLY AND SAFE 
WORKING ENVIRONMENT! 


ENG OPPORTUNITY 1 $450 WEEKLY SALARY + DRINK AND DANCE 
ISSIONS + TIPS! MUST BE AT LEAST 10 YEARS OF ABE. 

RECENT PHOTOS TO GLUBFDKYGUAMC^G MAIL COM 

671) 787-3077, ALICIA (671) 747-7770 OR MANIA JE (671) 688-7434 
















Red. The marinara sauce bubbling and boil¬ 
ing in the round pot, leaving splatters of my 
devotion across the stove. Lucienne Boyer's 
"Parlez Moi D'Amour" makes love to the 
steam rising from the sauce. The redness 
spreads across the plate I make for you, 
when you come home from work. I watch 
the sauce leave its impressions in the blush 
across your cheeks—a pleasure from the 
fullness. We feel the warmth of domesticity 
when your fingers lift up your shirt I'm wear¬ 
ing, to find the red lace panties. I create little 
red treasures in our home, so you always find 
your way back to me. 


Brown. The crushed leaves left on the floors, 
after visitors come and go, then swept away 
by.the rough bristles of the broom. In bed, we 
have the rosy brown of the aureole, wrapped 
in kisses—the candied vessel shielding the 
soul. The brown shades of hair tangling to¬ 
gether, like roots of all the maple trees under 
the earth's soil. And, the brown skin fading 
into a winter olive...a Caribbean girl longing 
for the sun. 


Rose. The rush of blood across the cheek¬ 
bones, once we step into the winter's cold 
and when I come with you. The wet labia and 
the pulsation of hope, that Eros will outlive 
God. The fingers, so rosy with the coming 
dawn, tracing circles around all of the bod¬ 
ies' corridors underneath the comforter- 
winter's romantic interior. Everything would 
turn rose under the comforter in the soft 
light. There is nothing I need to see in these 
moments—just feel eternality in the finger¬ 
tips. I taste the sweet impressions of rever¬ 


ence that exist between permanence and 
impermanence. 

Lilac. On the mornings when it doesn't rain 
and the air is brisk, the sky blends pale 
pinks into a mass of lilac, with the birds fly¬ 
ing against it. On the way to work, wearing 
the gloves you put in my bag, I imagine the 
warmth of you still sleeping. I imagine you 
pleasuring yourself when you wake up. I 
imagine all the lilacs you'll leave on my butt, 
when I get home from work. You punish me, 
because you miss me so much. 


Gold. The golden flames breaking through 
midnight, across the faces of sinners, which 
I find to be old friends, old lovers, memories 
of colors and touches. The priest utters "let 
there be light," with his fingers returning us 
to Him. Immersed in the priest's holiness 
and the decadence of the Catholic Church, I 
prayed that my knees would never grow too 
weak for me to kneel. I would pray my soul 
would never be too weak to surrender. Then 
you ask why I wish to remain on my knees. 
I whisper in your ear, "that is because I love 
you." 


Black. The dark lace peaking through my 
crepe dress at our anniversary dinner. Glam¬ 
orous women sit all around us, with their lov¬ 
ers in their finest blacks. I watch your eyes 
move to my thigh, revealing the slip of the 
garter belt. I watch the men around me en¬ 
vision what is underneath their holy lady of 
worship's dress. I watch them pour pinot 
noir—so red, almost black. They pour them 


the most expensive wine and whisper devo¬ 
tions, just to go home and see the black lace, 
to take their time slipping it off their bodies... 
days later, a friend's black mascara brings 
little droplets across her face as she laments 
a failed return call. We wear black to mourn 
the death of passion, in a culture sick with 
aloofness. In a week, we wear all red and 
have hope again. 


Ivory. Visions of the Christmas I drove through 
the sprawl with an ex lover—the twinkling of 
the lights on the houses and the opalescence 
of the moon all shining in their temporality, 
then fading into the gray shades at airport 
security. We knew the bright promises would 
turn gray, after the dreary waving hands, the 
tears looking into the gray skies from the 
cabin window. To be so young and convinced 
families would leave their Christmas lights up 
all year. That spring would never come. That 
birds never truly know a home. 


Blue. The color of the sky right after sunset. 
Winter told me to keep fighting for you and 
that you will be home soon. In between gray, 
I found bright blues, lighting up the cold bed¬ 
room with hope. There was a church choir 
lamenting past the blue skies into the heav¬ 
ens, "come home, come to the light" and I 
persisted, waiting for the blue shades of your 
shirts, the blue tones in how you say "I love 
you," the blue bruises left on my thighs from 
your hands and the hope I'll stand up facing 
the blue sky, with your cum pouring from 
me. Your blue bike you never stop building. 
That is the only home I could know. 
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It was a rainy Wednesday evening in November and Clinton Street 
Theatre felt electric The anticipatory crowd was composed of press 
and sex workers—a tough, yet tender audience. 


We gathered to witness a premiere private screening of Blacktop 
Film's documentary, Thank You For Supporting The Arts, a film about 
the life of Portland icon, Viva Las Vegas. 


Viva Las Vegas is a two-decade veteran of stilettos and stages, as 
well as a breast cancer survivor, celebrated writer, actor, single mom 
and musician. She is a prolific, intelligent and talented artist. Viva 
is famous in Portland for her well-loved columns, "The Gospel Ac¬ 
cording To Viva Las Vegas" and "I Love Las Vegas," which appeared in 
Exotic between 1998 and 2005. 


In addition to writing these columns, Viva was behind-the-scenes, 
as well. From 1998-2005, she served as the music editor for Exotic 
and was the main editor from 2002-2005. In 2009, she published a 
memoir, Magic Gardens: The Memoirs Of Viva Las Vegas and, in 2010, 
her selected columns were compiled in The Gospel According to Viva 
Las Vegas: Best Of The Exotic Years. In addition, her writing has been 
published in NewYorkTimes, Portland Mercury, Portland Monthly and 
The Village Voice. 


Viva Las Vegas is a Portland muse—she inspired film director Gus 
Van Sant and countless artists. She performed in rock and punk 
bands. She sings country and chamber music. Her whole life has 
been dedicated to art—the ethics, the dance and the sensuality of 
her body. 


While there are countless strippers in Portland with personality, skill 
and grace in their art, Viva is one of the most celebrated personas. 
Vulnerability and strength are integral to her charm, and her intelli¬ 
gence and insistence on a personal connection is her highest virtue. 

Quite the artist, Viva has always maintained that stripping is an art— 
that women's bodies are beautiful and that the act of removing one's 
clothes on a dimly lit stage can be a tale of metamorphosis. Ideas 
like this may seem normalized in 2017, but, when Viva Las Vegas de¬ 
buted on Portland's stages in 1996, this was was a revelatory stance. 


In 1996, stripping and other forms of sex work were just becoming 
an "acceptable" thing for a feminist to engage in, as sexually-repres- 
sive and anti-porn second-wave ideals began to give way to sex- 
empowered, third-wave feminist ethics. Viva Las Vegas'journey, as 
examined in the film, Thank You For Supporting The Arts, has a sense 
of urgency that is universally relatable—yet, her story is all her own. 


In many ways—like most sex workers—Viva is an unlikely stripper. 



Conventionally attractive, college-educated 
and the only daughter of a preacher man's 
daughter, Viva has a great deal of privilege. 
She could have had the white-picket fence 
and nuclear family but, instead, is a badass 
single mom, with a city full of admirers. 
Being emotionally available has its costs, 
though, and the film explores the toll of 
emotional labor that sex work carries. 

Maintaining romantic relationships is a chal¬ 
lenge for many strippers, as the stage is our 
heart and we proudly wear our nudity like 
a love poem. Through the use of interviews, 
the film explores Viva's interpersonal rela¬ 
tionships, as well as her journey towards 
finding the stage as the ultimate platform 
for her art-making. 

Viva discovered the thrill of the red-lit stage 
first at the infamous (and, now-closed) Mag¬ 
ic Gardens and, later, at Mary's Club (still 
open!). In those smudged mirrors and in 
the dilated eyes of her unlikely consort, her 
body on stage became a place of worship— 
veneration. Her audience desired her and, in 
turn, she gave them back what they needed: 
attention, love, devotion...true glamour. 

And, gathered at the screening, the devo¬ 
tion of the crowd was palatable. Though it 
was rainy and wet outside, the theatre was 
cast in glamour. Watching the audience buy 
popcorn and take their seats was breath¬ 
taking—never before have I seen so many 
gorgeous women wearing furry coats in a 
movie theatre. Strippers know how to make 
an entrance, on the stage or the street. This 
was femme glamour, Northwest-style. The 
dancers came out, layers and all—heels and 
coiffed hair, fake eyelashes...glitter for the 
goddess. 

On the celluloid screen, Viva Las Vegas' leg¬ 
acy came to life before our eyes. At many 
points throughout the film, the audience 
broke social norms and cheered aloud. 


Gasps and laughter—the crowd was moved. 

Tears streamed down cheeks during seg¬ 
ments of the film. Viva is open about being a 
breast cancer survivor, yet the audience was 
still held captive during the emotionally vul¬ 
nerable narrative of Viva's terrifying battle 
with the illness. The portion of the film that 
addressed her recovery was especially poi¬ 
gnant and Viva's resiliency felt tangible. Au¬ 
dible sighs and muffled cries tangled in the 
frentic energy of the theatre. 

Every stripper understands the importance 
of physical health. A stripper's body is her 
income. Cancer left Viva's left breast forever 
altered—cancer could have ended her strip¬ 
ping career—except Viva did not allow it. 

Not only did Viva survive, but she danced 
again. It is a joyous moment in ThankYou For 
Supporting The Arts when it is revealed that 
Viva ascends back onstage to dance after 
her recovery. 

And, she still dances...for you. 

More happens in the film, but spoils are for 
the predictable. In Thank You For Supporting 
The Arts, there are more real-life plot twists 
than what's overheard in the gossip of a 
cramped strip club dressing room. The dra¬ 
ma is real; emotions are tangible, especially 
in a recurring scene where Viva wears a fabu¬ 
lous shaggy fur coat and boyish cap. She is 
alone as she drives a battered and loved car 
through the streets of the city. Her solitude 
is all-knowing. 

And, in this scene, I see all the dancers of 
Portland. We move our bodies onstage, we 
dish out the smiles (or the sneers) for those 
deserving validation...but? 

At the end of the day, we are just us. Bodies. 
Beautiful bodies—all shades, shapes and siz¬ 
es. Often decked-out in furry coats. Almost 
always in heels (or sneakers). Sometimes, 


we are in sweatpants. But, no matter the dis¬ 
guise, we are artists—clothed or unclothed. 

And, part of being an artist is isolation. Hav¬ 
ing something to give does not come easy. 
Creating is a harsh task. Viva Las Vegas has 
made a career of sharing her heart and shar¬ 
ing her art. 

Thank You For Supporting The Arts captures 
the strain and challenge of the inner-strug¬ 
gle of what is like to be alone and yet belong 
to everybody. 

While there are many dancers in this city, 
Viva Las Vegas has given her body over to 
the decadence of the stage. There are count¬ 
less shows at galleries in the Pearl and rotat¬ 
ing exhibits at the Portland Art Museum that 
will expand your mind. Yet, they are not alive 
and real in the same way that she is. Body 
moving, muscles toned. Aware of her shape- 
shifting. Musically-alert. Stoic and a spokes¬ 
person for our city's nude history. 

Experience the legend yourself...Viva Las 
Vegas performs at Mary's Club in downtown 
Portland on Thursdays from 4:30pm-9pm 
and on Fridays from 11:30am-4:30pm. 

There is not much of'Old Portland" left in this 
city, but in the rose-tinted lights of Mary's 
Club, Viva Las Vegas, Portland's most famous 
nude artist-philosopher still comes alive 
onstage. Pay your respect. Tip the dancers. 
And, as Viva famously says after each stage- 
set, "Thank you for supporting the arts." 

To stay up-to-date for official theatrical re¬ 
lease information for Thank You For Support¬ 
ing The Arts , visit ThankYouForSupportingT- 
heArts.com 

Julia Laxer lives for the stories. Follow her 
on Instagram at @Julia±axer, read more of 
her work at JuliaLaxer.com and $how your 
affection and appreciation at PayPal.Me/ 
ChurchOfDenim. 
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may EVERYONE’S NEW year’s 
*W lWtOHBEjq SPEND 
MORE TIME AT 

club PlayPen 



OPEN DAILY AT 11 AM ■ (503) 211-3212 ■ WWW.aUBPLATPEN.COM 



8102 HE KI1LINGSW0RTH ST PORTLAND OREGON 97218 

WWW.WHISPEHSPDX.C1UB 
(971) 255-1039 • OPEH UHTIL 3AM OR EATER! 
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Hello, all! It turns out that deadline is 
a bitch and she's been fucking all the 
guys in the office. So, thanks to last- 
minute requests...umm, I mean...love 
of journalism, I have started a new 
column. Each month, I will be review¬ 
ing the very best of the internet. If you 
don't know, aside from being a place 
where you can falsely accuse strang¬ 
ers of the latest phobia or engage 
in a witch hunt on social media, the 
"World Wide Web" is full of gems and 
wonders. I risk my browser history so 
you don't have to! What's in store for 
January? Milk! Peep deets... 



.COM/ALANW, 


AONERANDH1SVIDS 


BathelnlVlylVlilk.com 


Although it sounds like a column one 
of our authors would write, Bathe In 
My Milk is a pretty straightforward 


website—it's a photo collection of var¬ 
ious men bathing in a tub full of milk, 
while being watched by a woman (she 
is assumed to be the owner of said 
milk). "Milk Maid," as I've nicknamed 
her, does not appear to smile—ever. 
Most of the men in her tub appear to 
be unhappy, but they also appear free 
to leave at any time. The photos on 
the website remind me of what you'd 
get if Harold & Maude was directed by 
Rob Zombie. 




Research on the site shows that this 
page is supposedly real, as in, it is af¬ 
filiated with an actual sign that was 
posted up around Seattle. While there 
is no contact info listed at Batheln- 
MyMilk.com, the domain name was 
purchased by someone with a Wash¬ 
ington area code. Could this be the 
Northwest's most well-kept secret, in 
terms of gentlemen's clubs? 


Obvious questions arise. What's with 
the rope under the claw foot tub 
and why is the bathroom so dirty? 


How much does this lady charge? 
Who the hell is taking these photos? 
Is milk really that good for your skin 
or is this just the latest health fad, to 
be replaced by another Atkins diet or 
gluten-whatever in a few years? 



This may be the future and we just 
don't know it yet. Bitcoin, out. Milk, in. 
Who else is doing this kind of thing? 
Sure, one of our resident photogra¬ 
phers, Hypnox, is well-known for a 
picture of a woman in a bathtub full 
of Cheetos. His photo, having been 
circulated on the internet for over a 
decade, is quite popular—but Doug 
has never once gone to the extent 
of posting up "Bathe In My Cheetos" 
signs all over Portland. Sorry, Hypnox, 
but your monopoly on the tubs-filled- 
with-shit erotica market may have 
some new competition. 

The internet is the future. But, the lady 
in these photos appears to be push¬ 
ing at least 75—she knows some¬ 
thing. Trust your elders. They have the 
wisdom you don't. And, bathe in their 
milk. 

If anyone reading this knows where 
this tub is located, how to apply for a 
milk bath and who the woman behind 
it is, please email me (RayRaysPhone@ 
Gmail.com) and let me know if skim or 
whole works best for an aging body. 
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COUNTRY, ROCK & TOP 40 STRIP RRR 


JANUARY I 

ENTERTAINERS SPECIAL 9 

2 FEE-LESS TIME SLOTS FOR 
SUCCESSFUL NEW AUDITIONS* 

•ALL FREE TIME SLOTS NEED TO 
BE USED IN ANY MONDAY-SUNDAY 
SERIES IN JANUARY 2018 
•ALL ENTERTAINERS WHO HAVE 
NOT WORKED AT DREAM ON SALOON 
IN DECEMBER 2017 WILL BE 
CONSIDERED A NEW AUDITION 
•NOT ALL WHO AUDITION WILL BE ACCEPTED 




NTERTRINERS 

• LOW FEE 

■ PRIVATE DANCE AREAS 
•NO MANDATORY TIP OUTS 
•KEEP AN OPEN SCHEDULE 
• 21+ DANCERS ONLY 
• ALWAYS CONTRACTING ENTERTAINERS 
• WALK-IN AUDITIONS SUN-THU 8PM-10PM 
AUDITIONS BY APPOINTMENT ALSO 
ENTERTAINERS TEXT/CALL (5031482-4000 


| 

_Min 




i 


I 


I 


I 


















mm 


lottery 


















& WILDEST 18+ Entertainment! 


NOW PRESENTING 


FEATURE SETS AND SPECIAL PERFORMANC 
ALL NIGHT LONG! 


FULLY NUDE EVERY SET! 


OPEN TUE-THU 7PM-4AM, FRI-SAT 6PM-5AM (OR LATER) & SUN 7PM-2AM 

3453 SILVERTON RD NE SALEM, OR 97301 (503) 316-6969 
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STARS 

^cabaret' 

BEDJD • BRIDGEPORT • SALEM 
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503.726.2403 • 17939 SW MCEWAN RD • 97224 
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©STARSBRIDGEPORT 

PIZZA UJ€DN€SDAYS 

SVSAV UUSDNSSDRV 6PM- 1 0PM 

BLAZIN' SUNDAYS 

FOOD & DRINK SPSCIRLS 
UU€RR VOUR J€RS€V, GST IN FRSS 


503.370.8063 * 1550 WESTON CT HE • 97301 
FAGEDOOK.COM/STARSSALEM • ©STARSINSALEM 
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SAT. IAN 20 @ 9PM 


Cf * jSt sueRum? VlCV\ 

LJji Basias Wltobt 

MOA€ ON MONDAYS 

FRSS PRIMS RIB DINNSR UJITH PAID SNTRV 
6PM UNTIL IT’S GONS 
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MON-FRI1JAM-4PM 


mmok NEW DANGERS WELCOME • NOW HIRING BAR, COCKTAIL B DOOR STAFF 







